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NE of my. gitl roadors, Mim.lren 
Norman, of Ielington, Nt, has 
come inte the office ® this wool: 
to aole 

‘been puzzling her. 

HOW PIBRS ARE BUILT. 

“Denan’t tho water intorfore with the foun- 

‘aho aks. 


"Tho water ia hela ‘beck 
by temporary walls whilo the foundations 
‘azo paved in position, and then the tom: 
porary. walls ‘re tekon away” when all 
Pready. 

Tho tamo method is carried oub inthe 
boilding of Nehthouses and. bridges, and 
the presiotaioulty bur 0 bo faced when 
mand is found undemeath the water. Tn 
‘aoe aoch aa this, huge hollow eylindsrs 
Sf soe! aro constricted, and pushed dows 
iieseh the weter and mud.” ‘Bag waior 
ia thon pumped out, and the mid. la ce. 
moved. "Tho cylinders aro. filed. fall of 
forve aa the. founda- 


‘ho next question, this week comes from 
* Amateur Photographor,” of Kendal, 
‘who wants to mix his own chemicals for} 


How ino good formal 
puie 

fly yah.) 400 grains ; and Potassium 
Bromide @ graiaa, itz hy ons tobi 


‘ith 20 ounce of watar, 

‘the completo im one 
luagth fo about ihtes aod «Leif cainoto, 
Alter doveloping give- the film = quick 
rina in water, Onc thom fix for eight to 
ton minutes in on seid fixing bed, made a 
follows 


‘This ia Bother than « plain hypo 
sobition, an it inabomtly stops any further 
Gwoleging at 

‘Ssanor and brighter nogati 


WHAT IS A “SCRAN BAG"? 
° know? Tom Dickenson, of 

D w, hae boon puzaled “by 
‘the expteasion, so he hss written. 
to me to ask what it means. 

Wott, oa you now, sailor in, the Navy 

gre taught te be vory nent and tidy, 

to put overything away in ite 

H loey toe reser aoregie te 

of thoir personal belongings lying about, 

If at first you don’t succeed, 

Vs nt 


‘action, God thus” ensures | § 


‘ensure @ reply. 


those aro promptly collected amd put into 
‘bog which ts known aa the © satan bag.” 
Tei the custom in the Navy shat 

owner muse pay s piese of soap before he 
can fan article fromm the“ soran 


And now ® joke tor which Dennis’ 
Pogson, of @1, Eastbourne Road, Port 
Elizabeth, 8. Afrioa, has been awarded} 
one ot this’ week's) handsome pociest- 


Litt Man : “+ Weil, 
I brought you up, didn’t EP” 


Heo it over struck you whut « tremens 
dows. amount of work there must be 
connected with tho sinking of a new mine, 
whother it be for gold, of for something 
Thorp familiar, but equally aa isportaats 
“RMS, a reader who lives in Brighton, | 
waite t6 know 
WOW MINES ARE SURE, 

and how those who sink them lmow thas 
Certain aeineras nyo “be dicovared 
8 those particular spote 
Of ai, Those who havo mado.» shay of 

loge know by the onrth's strata 
Sock, fainteae ose 19 be ead y bons ct 


‘course, they cannot toll whether thoy aro 
in muffioient quantities to make it worth 
whilo to sink » mine. 

it is 


‘To discover this, 
‘samy 


questions and discuss teples of goverat 


Eta, 


i 


aeye 
hi 
; 


: 


walist hao boon 


for- 
John Woodcook, Warradalo 


warded, to 
submitted ” on, faire rane 

it ( ara 
Tipserioie: 


Ta the States they don’t think about 
‘work. 


Covcentration on sornet 
Et aa 
‘We nahect ot thie businsesline stat T 


PACE in gotting short, so I will havo 
te OVOF sovorat ansren i 
ueries in ordor to. boll you: about 

features I have in. atone for 
HEXT WERK'S SUR. 

Pranle Richards goos on from success 
‘to muccom, in his fine Graytriars yarah and 
in next waek’s story, which is entitled: 
“SAVRD FROM THR SHA!” 


5 thrills in this yam, and you-won’t 
want to leave it until you've read Way. 
word of ib 


"Fon comos nother, long, deatetnant 
of our great now Soncer sors, “Ups tho 
Rovers! aad when T toll you eh tho 


suthor, Joho Brearley, is well uo 


tap of his form, you'll know thet vow cen 
Poot a. titrate iaatalment. ‘The 
©"Ereytsinrs Horala ” will eppoar as usu 


and i guaranteed to raise a number o 
Sethe poem by the Groytriare sym. 

er poem. roytr . 
ter, sore jokes and. limerioke, and 6 
cheery lite chat complete tho programme, 
So don't miso it whatever you dot 
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‘THE FIRST CHAPTER. 
In the Power of the Mandarin { 


4 FH crikey 1” 
(@) Billy Bunter groaned, 
‘Tt was not uncommon for 
Bunter to. grouse. With 
‘cause, or without cause, in season and 
out of season, Bunter would grouse. 
But on the present occasion it had to 


tbo admitted that Bunter had just cause 


0m 
Certainly, he was not having a good 
timo. jeither was the 
Chinese donkey that carried 
him. That patient beast was 
ued to hoary burdens. But 
Bunter's weight 

im, 


Harry 


‘Bunter ‘the beastly 
journey was over. Probably the donkey 
wished it still ‘more fervently than 


Bunter. . 
"Oh deat! Ob, crikey! Ow!” 
«Keep a stiff upper lip, old fat man!” 
oid a Bob Cherry. 


Don't let thete Chinks hear you 
snuffiing, Bunter,” said Harry Wharton. 
“Beast P 


On either side of Bunter, Harry 
‘Wharton and Bob Cherry were bound 
to donkeys" backs, with their arms tied 
‘behind them, : 

“Ahead of them rode a Chineso soldier, 
leading the three donkeys on » rope, 

‘Behind them were moro soldiers. "In 
front was the magnificent horse-litter 
in which rode tho Mandarin Tang 


by hill and plain, were tl 
I the 


merciless Tang Wang. . . 
behind them is Greyfriars, . . 


Wang. Round the litter rode many 
armed guards. 

For tho latter part of the night, and 
for a whole buraing morning, the three 
Prisoners had ridden thus. 

‘They were on their way to Pan-shan, 
the city in the interior of China, ruled 


by the mandarin. 
Little as they had to hope, after 
gage the gates of Panshan had closed 


‘At loast it meant the end of 


that painful journey. 
Far behind them,’ many @ long mi 
heir chusns, 

city of Canton. Frank Nugent, 
Sohnny Pull, Hurreo Jarost Iara Singh 
were still safo in Canton; and it was a 
consolation to Wharton and Bob to know 
that they wore safe. Unfortunately, it 
Yas no consolation to Billy Bunter, ho 
had almost forgotten their existence. 


Wharton & Co, in the hands of the 
Thousands of miles 
Before them lies 


the City of Death! 


His fat thoughts being wholly and 
solely concentrated on his fat scif. 
Bunter could bear, with great forti 
tude, anybody's troubles but his own, 
Hig own worried him, deeply. 
“Tsay, you fellows!” groaned Bunter, 
“Cheer up, old chap!” said Bob. 
“Your brother isn’t complaining.” 
Bunter blinked at him through his 


big. spectacles. 
ERR What brother, you fathead?” 


lly dict!” gasped 
AZou~you silly idiot!” gasp 
ifs this a time for sour rotten 


joke 
*eYour brother's having a worse time 
rgued Bob, “Take 
@ Iason from him and try to be a 
Patient ass” 

“Beast” 


ro glad to see tho city in the distance Be 
ead. 


“I suppose that's "sai 
Harry Wharton, rds the 
walls of, the city gleaming in the sua 
thoad. “Wo shan’ be long now.” 
"ll be glad to get out of this 
blessed sun and dust!” said Bob, 
“Samo here !”” 
“I say, you fellows!" gr od 
Bunter, “I wish we hadn’t come to 
hins. 
“Lot of good wishing that now ! 


Pan-shan,’ 
a nod tow: 


anid 


ob. 
_“E thonght Twas going to have & 
jolly good time.” 

“well, you haven’t had a bad timo, 
‘Chink of “that gorgeous food you had 
in Mr. Wun's house at Canton.” 

“Bunier cmittod deep groan, 

Ho was hungry—frightfully. hungey { 
Tho thought of the delicious feast in 
Mr. Chang Tang's hows at Canton 
was sheer torture to him, 

“And we're not dead yet, you kno 

said Bob, whose cheery spi 
could not be crushed, even by 
his, ‘present, dismal ‘situation 
and tho perilous prospect that 
ley ahead. “While thero’s lifo 
thore's hope.” 

Groant 

Hope 
eternal in tho human breast, 
But there did not sccm much left ia 
Bunter's podgy br 

"Ferrers, Locke will do the best ho 
can for ns," said Harry, 

Groan! 

Bunter scemed to have little faith in 
what the celebrated Baker Street deteo- 
tive could do for them. 


is said to spring 


“We may got away 


they'll give us some grub 
rive in Pan-shan!” added 


Bunter brightened up. 
Bob Cherry had evidently touched the 
right chord. 
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“Think 207” he asked, with deep Boats and sampans glided on the Through the narrow streots the 


earnestness. 

“Pretty sure, ld bean. They want 
to keep us alive,” said Bob consolingly. 
“That footling étd trump, Tang Wang, 
thinks that Ferrers Locke will follow 
vs, to help us out, and that he will get 
his elutches on him. ¥ rather think be 


almost tearfully. 
tiger. I turned np my nose at thoso 
snails and frogs they offered us to eat 
at old Wun's house. T could eat them 


0. 
siWelll get away yet” said Bob, 
“Think of getting back to Canton and 
sitting down to a terrific feed !” 

‘Ah sighed Bunter ecsttically 

“‘Think of getting back to Grey- 
friars, and @ spread in tho study 1” went 
on, Bob Cherry. . 

“Ab IY “sighed, Bunter again. 

Hi seemed a litle comforted, | 

ho procession wound on along the 
dusty Toad, under the Burning” sun. 
The curtains of the horse-litter wore 
closed, screenivg the mandarin from the 
‘gaz0 of common eyes, and from sun 
4nd dust. Sinco leaving tho roadside 
inn, many Jong, and weury houry ago, 
tho’ juniors had seen nothing of the 
Yellow demon into whote power they had 
allen, 

Many passengers passed on the road— 
merchants, travelling on camel 
travellers in sedan-chairs, borno on the 
shoulders of sweating coslics, blue-clad 
peasants tramping on foot.” Many. of 
thom stopped to kow-tow to the invisible 
mandarin in tho gaudy litter. All of 
thom oloured hastily ove of the way of 
tho guards. Somo glanced curiously at 
the treo prisoners riding in the midst 
of tho soldier 

Somotimes « 
“foreign dovi 


gurse was hurled at the 
from somo disgruntled 
Chineso on the road. But as a rule the 
glances only, expressed curiosity ; 
geoasionally pity. But if the juniors 
had hoped that any one would inter. 
vone on their account, thoy soon learned 
that there was nothing in it, 

That ‘Tang Wang was ail powerful 
in’ Pan-shan and its vicinity was 
rowed, by the fact that ‘ho marched 
his prisoners openly along the road, in 
sight of all who passed. 

in the provinco of Kwang-si, which 
they wero now traversing, there was 


evidently no administration of | law 
powerful enough to keep the mandarin 
in cheek, 


Law, indeed, had never been stron; 
in China, and in the present distracte 
state of the country, with half a dozen 
insurgent warlords’ at war with one 
another, it was more feeble than over. 
armed in tho bills, pirate 
ers, and every general of 
sand ragged soldicrs was & 
Joy unto himself, 
tebms of alliance 
warlord who wa 


strong in 


Kwang-si, 
‘and in his own city ho ruled with a rod 
of iron. In Pan-shan Tang Wang, in fact, 
‘wag tho law—all the lave there. was! 
Weary, dusty, hungry, thirsty, the 


juniors watched the city as thoy drew 
heater to it, by the roed.acracs the 
Plains, 

High, whito walls, with a high, em- 
battled gateway through which the road 
ran, faced” them; they could tee 
roldiers on the euminit of the wall, and 
00) the top of tho arch over the great 
gates, 

‘Close by the gates was a smaller arch, 
through which'a canal ran, glistening 
in'the sun until it disappeared into the 
gloomy shadow of the archway. 
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canal, which the juniors could guess 
‘communicated with the Che-kiang, the 
Pearl River of Canton; for much of the 
of the interior went down by 
water to Canton and Hong Kong. 
Nearer to the city the road ran by 
the bank of the cane), and men on 


9S sampans cased poling to kow-tow on 
andar 


thete docks to the m: ‘cortege as 
‘it wound by. 
“Here wo are at last!” gasped Bob 


Ghetry in relief, a8 the prisoners 
‘out of the glare of the sun into the 
deep, cool shadow of the gateway 


‘Thirty feet oxer their heads soared 
tho, arch—tunnel-like, for the wall w 
of, immense thickness. 

‘Tho gates stood wide open, as was 
customary in the daytime,” anda 
humerous guard was on the spot. ‘The 
horse-litter of the mandarin was greeted 
with reverential kow-tows, the officer 
of the guard touching the earth with bis 
forehead. It ‘on, and after it 
went the threo prisoners’on th 
with the soldiers following. 

_ The prisonors of the mandarin were 
in the city of Panahan at last. 


THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
Im the Yamen at Pan-shan! 
ARRY WHARTON, twisting in 
tho ropes that bound him to the 
back of the donkey, stared back 
at tho road through the long, 
dusky gateway. 

Boyond the shadow of the tell arch 
the road lay shimmering in the blaze 
‘of the sun, the canal glistening beside 
it, 

‘Many passengers could be seen on the 
road, some on camels, a few on borses, 
niost on foot—the lattor chiefly peasants 


Ferrers 
detective. 

That tho disguised detective was fol- 
lowing the mandarin’s cavalcade, un- 
known and unsuspected by the Chinese, 
Wharton was assured, 

It was quite certain that Ferrers 
Locke, once having got in touch with 
the captured Groyfriars juniors, would 
not lose sight of them ag: 

Ho was following them to Panshan 
nd he was not likely to have difficulty 
in entering the city. 

Whether he would be able 
them, once they were within the walls 
of tho mandarin’s yamen, was a pro- 
blem; but Wharton knew that he would 
either save them or lose his life in the 
attempt, 

Ho scanned the road behind, keenly, 
for the tattered figuro of Hung the 
beggar; but he did not pick it out of 
the many figures on the road. 

‘A jeering voice to him in 
Chinese, and one of the soldiers struck 


to hel 


him a smart blow across the shoulders Bol 


with ‘a bamboo. 

Wharton gave the man a grim look. 

Another rap from the bamboo was his 
reward; and the junior set his lips and 
looked straight before him as the pro- 
cession wound on. 

“By gum” murmured Bob Cherry. 
“Ld like to have zy hands loose fora 
minute or two and give that Chink 


too. 
‘Wharton nodded, without peaking. 


manderin's cortege wound on its way to 
the “yamen,” the official residence of 
the governot of Pan-shan. 

In Canton the juniors had seen many 
i of modern progress; many samples 
of the reforms instituted by the 
“edvanced” party in China—broad 
streets, motorcare, even a motor- 
omni! legraph and telephone. 
‘But in the inland city of Paovshan there 

‘ind to be em 


“Modern China” evidently bad no 
footing in the city of Panuban, 

Since ‘the revolution, in which the 
Manchu emperors bad fallen from their 
high estate China. had ‘been, in name 
at least, a republic. In theory, Jack 
‘was, 2s good as his master, and every 
eoolie the eq ‘of the most truculent 
old girdle-wer ‘nobleman. 

Nevertheless, » land that bod not 
changed in twenty-five centuries was not 
Likely to change in’ hurry ‘tthe 
edicts of a party of progress, 

‘Tens of thousands of Chinese had cut 
off their pigtaile and adopted trousers; 
but. millions remained unchanged. 

Nationa] ways do not change easil; 
And. in Chine the great mass of 
Chinese follow the old wa 
Been are given ‘to old, ines; ew 
Tulers take the place of the old rulorey 
now tyrants tyranniso in the place of 
the old tyrants, in China as fo" Russi 


New 


‘And. the great mass of the 
submit, es Chey have always submitted. 
tainly, the rv, ttle 


iors 
of “liberty, equality, and fraternity 
in the streets of Pan-shan. 


ne copie ‘ecrambled out of ee wet 
u te 
lashes of the’ bamboo 


rey 
fing. Wang bed onl; 
Sger for any head in 
and the inhabitants of tho city” wer 
only too well aware of the fact. “In such 
circumstances the theory that China w 
4 free and glorious republio was ni 

of much uso to them, 
Onward went the procession to the 
gato of the mandarin’s yamon, an 
ing building surrounded by high 


In ‘the courtyard within tho, throo 
Greyfriars fellows were freed from 
the donkeys at last. 

‘They, dropped fo the ground, tif 


id aching from their bonds. 
“Owl” (gasped Hilly Bunter “1 
sey, you fellows, I've got the cramp! 


Ow, ow, wom, ow ! 
He leaned ‘heavily on Wharton. 
Wharton and Bob. Cl 

cramped and aching, too; but they 

Were made of rather sterner stuff than 

Bunter. 

“Buck up, old bean!” murmured 


“Ow! Oh der!” 

“For goodness’ sake don’t let these 
Ghinks hear you whining!” muttered 
Wharton impatiently. 

“Beast! Ow, wow! Wow!” 

‘The mandarin’s lilter went on towards 
the grand entranco of the samen. But 
the grand entrance was not for such 
unimportant small fry as three foreign 


vil 
‘They were taken away by a path 


EVERY SATURDAY 


through the garden 
Chinese eoldiere driv” 
ing them away with 
flicks from bamboo 
canes, Some sort of 
an oficial in w highly 
fein, te oe 
joine 2 sol 
diets falling back 
Fospectfully. The 
official was @ fat msn 
‘built "somewhat on 
the lines of William 
George Bunter—with 
& round and rather 
good-humoured face, 
pair of hora: 
rimmed spectacles. 
Ho stared very curi- 
‘ously at the three 
juniors, and spoke to 
them in Englisl 
“Follow me, foreign 
ovis” 
are 


“Where 

agin?” asked Bob 
‘encouraged to 
by th 


we 


“You go 
prison. 

“Oh crumbs!” said 
Bob. 

‘The 
heard 
isons 
orrors, 
thoir court 


juniors had 
‘of Chinote 
and "their 
In spite of 
their 
+t 
of being 
‘among erimi- 
‘filthy 
fae 


hinaman smiled, 
"Not common 
tte said. 
in this 


last sentonoe perplexed | th 
two; then thoy 

the ni 
gentleman, “0” being the surname. 
In spite of themsolves, they could not 
help amiling. Chineso namos had often 
ero as droll; but 0 No seemed 


fat gentleman smiled, too. 
Probably ho hed obsorved on provious 
‘occasions that his name had an entor- 
taining effect on foreign devils. 

“You think the name of this 
porson too much comical?” bo asked. 

“Oh, nol” said. Bob; then, realisiog 
that he was repeating the name of the 
Guipamen, "bo eded hastily: "Not at 


"th is nothing !" said No. “Foreign 
dovils do not understand. ‘Tho clan of 


O wane ¥ 

fhe "Groot, Wall, was built by. the 
Eperor ShiheHuang. But what, ‘do 
the foreign devils know? Nothing.” 

Mc, "6, however, did not “scem 
offended, Evidently his contempt for 
fhe barbarians fro the West was 20 
Great that ho felt that he could dis. 
regard their absurditics. 

“Follow me!” he sai in, 

‘The juniors followed hits tho soldiers 
bringing up the rear, no longer Bicking 
tho prisoners with the bamboo sticks. It 
‘was plain that Mr, O was & person of 
tome! consequence, 

Behind the official yamon of the 
mandarin the house exteaded for & great 


jat and famous in China before O 


space, 4 rambling structure of innumer- 
le “rooms, passages, and courtyards, 
like many Chinese mansions, 

© No opened a doot that looked on a 
walled garden. 

He stepped aside, and signed to the 
juniors to enter 

Harry Wharton and Dob passed in, 
and Billy Banter rolled in alter thew 
‘The Owl of the Remove turned hi 
spectactes on Mr, O No with a pathetic 


Tsay, Mr, No—" he began, 

‘The fat Chinaman smiled contomptu- 
nsly.. Ttyas just like « foregm devil to 
call bim Mr. No instead of Mir. O. 

I say, I'm hungry!” said Bunter, in 
8 voice that might have melted the heart 
of one of the stone dragons over the 
yamen gato. “I'm famished! I 
‘Suppose, we're going to have something 
to 


“Food shalt be sent to you!” said 


No. 

“Good!” gasped Bunter. 

0 No stepped back, the door 
closed, and # bolt was shot. 

Tho three Groyfriars fellows were left 
ta themselves. “To. two of them tho 
gound of tho shooting belt was like a 
Knell. Billy Bunter hardly noticed it, 
howover. Bunter’s thoughts were con- 
centrated on one subject—one burning 
question—how long would it be before 
the grub arrived? 

Food was always the fat junior’s frst 
consideration; and it was typical of him 
to think primarily of cqmething to ext 
Then the lives of the three hung on 

read | 


THE THIRD CHAPTER, 
A Desperate Resolve ! 
OHNNY BULL brovght his fist 
down ona little lacquer table in 


the ko-tang in Mr. Wun's house 
‘Canton with a heavy thump, 


J 


‘The table rocked. 
Frank Nugent and Hurreo Jamsot 
Ram Singh looked round. 


Nugent's face was palo;  Hurre 
Jamset Ram, Singh had a distressed 


gloom on his dusky countenance, 
Johnny. Bull Isad, an cxpretsion some: 
what like that of a bulldog about to 


gebte bad enough of this!” said 
johnny, 

“T think wo, all havo!” said Nugent, 
with a sigh, “If thero was anything & 
fellow could do——” 

“The iffulness is terrific,” remarked 
Hurroe Jamsot Ram Singh sadly. 

“We'ro got to do something!” snid 
Johnny Bull, ‘Ferrers Locko has gone 
after them, and he's sent no word. Wo 
can’t stick’ here safo while they aro in 
tho hands of that villain of a mandarin, 
We can't and won't.” 

“Locke told us to wait——” 
puiWe've waited” grunted Johnny 

“T don't seo how Locke could send 
news, even if ho got, in. touch with 
them.” said Frank. “He's alono in 
hostile country—ho could never trust a 
messenger.” 

“T know! know, too, that Forrers 
Locke will do anything ‘that ean bo 
done, But I'm sticking here no longer, 
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We told Locke xe would wait—and 
wo'ro waited. {t's clear that they've got 
as far as Pan-shan—they must bare 
been in the city long bofore this. Tang 
Wang has got thom safo at the yamen, 
as they call it, Well, that lets us out. 
We're not bound to wait any longer. 
Mr. Locke may have been cut to pieces 
days ago, for all we knw.” 
‘Nugent and Hurres Singh nodded. 
Ferrers Locke hed taken Als Ife in 
his ands in, following. the kidnapped 
juniors into tho mysterious interior of 
China, into a region whero the only 
Jaw was tho power of the tu-chun, or 
warlord, who commanded a lawless 
‘and who ‘was the ally’ of ‘Tang 


ely a4 not, moro likely than not, 
tho famoita detective bad paid for 
th his life, 
ot to get at it!” growled 
Johnny Bull, "I don't say we're 
to succoed if Ferrers Locke has f 
That's rotl But there's a sporting 
chaneo of doing something. And if wo 
ct it in the neck we'll tako our chance, 
Sink‘or awim together ‘wes alwoys our 
motto,” 
“Right!” said Frai 
amo into his eyes. 
for evor—! 


and «gleam 
‘We can’t. wait 


a. Teng Wang is cock of 
Ik there. We don't oven speak 
hinese, It’s a big order.” 

“Tm going 1” ‘said Johnny Bull 
ginl. ‘They can cut me to pieces if 
they like, blow "em, but I'm going to 
have a shot at helping our pals.” 


“T’m game,” ssid Nugent, “and 10 
is Inky.” > 

‘The gamefulness is terrific,” said the 
Nabob of Bhanipur. 

“There's one thing,” seid Johnoy 
Bull, “Those brutes won't be expecting 
anything of the kind. Tang Wang woal 
never dream that we sbould havo the 
nerve to follow our friends into 
Kwang-si.” 

“That's 
tho road 
devils — 
T’xa been thinking of that! Ferrers 
Locke bas gone into Kwang-si, in the 
disguise of a Chinese beggar. We can't 
play that game like Locke, but we can 
shove on some sort of » cover. Wo can 
make ourselves look Chinese enough to 

‘muster.” 

“The first man who spoke to us on the 
road would spot us!” said Nugent, 
shaking his head. 

‘More ways than ono of killing a 
cat?” retorted Johnny Bull. “I've been 
asking questions about the country. 
Pao-shan is on a canal that runs into 
the West River—lots of the trade down 
from the interior comes by water— 
half the travelling in this country. is 
doe by river. and canal.’ What price 
going up the river in a sampan and yet- 
ting into Pan-shan by way of ‘the 
canal?” 


but every Chinaman on 
ald notice three foreign 


Pan-shai 
“Then we should hit it bard!” said 
Nugent dryly. 

“Who cares?” growled Johnny Bull, 
“TE we could take a fellow with us 
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who spoke Chinese!” muttered Nugent, 
"if Wom Lung would come along” 

“Can't ask him!” said Johnny Bull, 
shaking his head. “Old Mr, Wun and 


his grandfather, old Ko, wouldn't hear 
of it. Tt wes to keep Wun Lung salo 
that we all camo out to China, and wa 
is head into the 


"task him to put 
r’s mouth now he’s got safe home, 
That's so! But—” 


* He will have to find somebody who's 
ing to risk having his head cut off 1” 
said Johony Bull. "Ho certainly won't 
trust Wun Lung outside the walls of 
his house, and if he would, Grandfather 
Ko wouldn't, ‘and it’s tho jolly old 
grandfather who rules the roost here. 
But— _ Oh, here’s the kid.” 
Wun Lung’ came into the ko-tang with 
his soft footsteps. 
‘ho Chinese junior of Groyfriars was 
looking far from his usual cheory self, 
His chums bad seen 


friends in 

Poygr of tio mandarin, é 
“Any nows?” askei ont oagerly, 

as, the iunior joined. thoats 


n Ferrers 
‘Sjond Flanky,” 
“But messenger com: 
talkeo alo 
5 Tan 
claimed Johnny Bull, “What docs ‘be 


un Lung smiled faintly. 
‘Atke lomo. 
4 ransom? 


usand silver shoos for 


y said Frank, “Fifty 
uisand ounces of silvor! ‘Tho villain’ 
asking “enough. 

iat answer hes your father given?” 
asked Johnny Bull, # 
The little Chince smiled again, 
“Ho telleo messenger he 
sultee Fellers Locke! He 


Kong,” sid Frank, puzzled. “Mr. 
Locke has gone into Kwang-i.” 

“Velly tlie; 1g Wang 
20," answered Wun Lung, “Telleo 


T 


Wang plenty big lie.” 
jh 1” ejaculated Nugent, 
Mesanger comey again’ afteo thleo 
day,” said Wun Lung. 

“You think Tang Wang will wait 
three days for an answor?” 

“Waites plenty! Nobod: 
along China,” answered 
“Plenty times in this countly. 


in hully 
‘un Lung. 


ness. Nol 
hurry. Life went on at the saino casy 
pace as for the past twenty-five 
Seatpaliee. pl kee x 

“Talkeo plenty makeo loses plenty 
time,” said Wun Lung “Chineo way, 
plenty muchee talkes.’ 

Nugent smiled a little. He know that 
negotiations wero always long-drawn-ont 
in China, Tang Wang would probably 
expect his negotiations with the Canton 
merchant to take up time. 

“Bat if father pays the 
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“Tang Wang killy plisoner, alles 
sameot” He plenty mucheo feree along 
his con Tang Loo killed. He takes 
Isnsom, Lilly plisoner alles samee. 

“Then your father won't pay?” 
No payee. Only tskee mucheo 
timeo, tekee all timee can,” ssid Wun 
Hane, “all mee tae, ‘plisoners no 

‘Nugent sighed. He had no doubt that 
the revengeful mandarin had no inten- 
tion of releasing tho prisoners. Ho 
would oxtrsct their ransom if he could; 
‘and then he would send the heads of the 
prtoners to Mr. Wun. His chief object 
fa ordering ap) ‘the 
juniors waa to’ draw Ferrers Locke to 
shan to their rcsoue, suro that if the 
er Street detective ‘penetrated into 
his city, ho would fall into the tyrant’s 


power. So much they knew, from the 

mandarin’s own words. ‘The demand 
F Fansom W 

were. Probab! 

pect, to 


ey 
Foooived it, the prisoners would not be 
released. ‘The mandar motive in the 
first place had been greed; but sinco his 
son had fallen in the attack on the Grey- 
friars party on the Tynes cn to io 1a 

agence’ was stronger than greed in 
Tis Brosst 

‘nd Mr. Wun Chung Lung, knowing 
that's ransom would be patd in vain, 
trould pay nothings only fo intended to 
raw out the haggling as long as pos 
tible, to give Ferrurs Locke tin to set. 

‘That wos all that ho could do, and it 
was something; but it brought little 
enough hope to the juniors, 
Johnny Bull clenched 
au know. the 


jaw 9 lot, in ‘ 
et the money, he will send along & 

gor, or an ear to burry up the pay- 
mont.” 

Nugent shuddered. 

It was only too possible—only too tor- 
nibly kel. 

“Do you think eo, Wun Tang?” ho 

fo tinkeo 1” admitted Wun Lang. 

“That settles it,” said Nugent. 
£Wo'to going! 1 don’t care if they cut 
tug to piecen—we're going I” : 

‘Wun Lung’s almond eyes opened wide. 

cet seer slong Pansbant” “he 

cad 

“You all killy.” 

sine oe sia togtihee ” said Zobany 
Bull, “Wore. going | We'd batter toll 
your father, kid. Where is,ho?™ 

“You comey,’ slong me,” said Wun 
Lang, ond be led the juniors from the 
ko-tang, and they followed him by halls 


and passages to the private cabinet of 
Mr, Wan. 
THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

‘The Prisoners! 
MmgNHE Chino can cook” said 

Bunter had made that re- 

mark many times, since the 

Greyfriars. fellows bed arrived in the 
lowery Land. 


‘There was no doubt that the Chinese 
could cook. ‘Tho things they cooked did 
not rlways meet "with Bunter's 
approval; -ho disliked snails and frogs 
as articles of dict. But the way they 
gooked was all right—in fact, it was, in 
Bunter’s estimation, “prime.” 

“Tsay, you fellos.” Tho Owl of the 
Remove’ blinked at his tro. fellow 
Prisoners, ‘This is topping! I’m not 


sure what it's made. of, but i's really 
ripping—in fect, spiffing !” 

‘And Bunter,” baving paused. for a 
moment or two, resumed operations on 
the contents of the bowl resting on his 
fat Knees, . 

‘Tho mandarin's prisoners were evi- 
dently not to bo starvod—at present, at 
all events. Servants had brought in 
three bowis of food, under the ere of 
‘Mr. O No, with a’ guard of soldiers 
standing outside while the door was 
open. were left to themselves 
again immediately. 

‘All three wero hungry and thirsty. 
‘They drank from the largo jug of water 
that hed been placed in the foom, and 

,e jopaticks had been pro- 
Tided; and the juniore bed got rather 
‘used to these, in the house an, 
at Canton. "They were never likely to 
Tearn to "manage icks in the 

snner that was considered elegant 
China; but they contrived to eat with 
them, Billy, Bunter ‘helped out ‘the 
a ‘3 with his fat Singers. 

ite, seramptios he ea 


mouth full. “They call it ries; but 
really, a stew! I think there's chicken 
i 


‘Wharton and Bob Cherry preferred 
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LONG EVENINGS! 
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d wins USE 
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There's heaps more wallets 
waiting to be won and YOU 
may a¢ well win one! 


‘They felt all the better for the meal, 
too, which undoubtedly was well cooked, 


whatever it consisted of, ‘There was a 
deal loft in two of the bowls, when 
rhatton end Bob had Gnishee. Bunter 


‘was still going on. ‘There was not likel 
to be anything leit in his bowl, i 
peled’you Tike i"old'fat an,” exid 


“It’s prime! said Bunter. “If they 
ite us srub like this wo shan't be 50 
lly off. That man O No doesn’t seem 
5 be sorts of Chess aren't bad 
is, Sou Know. ‘Tang Wa A 
Frighttal boast; but lots of thou aro a 
right. I dare say thoy hato foreigners: 
ies ogee ‘say wo should fet Ce same if 
2 Jot of foreigners camo an ita 
of England Whot?” ened 
Bunter was evidently in 2 very reason- 
able and placable mood—the effect of 
the execlient contents of the bowl. Until 
tho moment when the food arrived, the 
Chinese had been a race of heathen 
lighters who ought to have been exter 
inisated, "Now Bunter was py 
admit that the whole four 
millions of them were not bad. 


fared to 
wundred 
‘There 


7 


were good fellows among thom; and 
Bunter was willing to acknowledge it— 
when, he was not hungry. 
sau tie goes ae aad Poste au 

‘suppose that beast Tang Wang 
wil stick old Wun for a ransom for us! 
Well, I think he ought to pay it—at 
least, for me, Considering that I camo 
out to Chins purely and simply to see 
his son safe home, he’s bound to play 
up. And he's jolly rich—a few thousand 
pounds won't hurt bim.” 

“Think you'r» worth it?” asked Bob, 
with gentle sarcasm. 

“Oly, really, Cherry! I say, you fel- 
lows, if you're not going to Buish your 
grub, F'll finish it for you. What?” 

“Go ahead, fatty I” 

Buntor went ahead. It was against 
Bunter’s principles to leave anything 
eatable uncaten, 

He ate and atu! Aud the more he 
ate, the moro hopeful was the view he 
took of tho situation. How litle likely 
tho mandarin was to releaso them for a 
ransom, Wharton and Bob know only too 
well; but there was no nced to add to 


's Bunter’s terrors, so they kept. their 


Lmowledge to themselves. Bunter, for- 
tunately, was not much given to think 


ing. 

Freving cleaned out tho third bowl, to 
the last speck of rico. Bunter tose from 
his stool and yawned 


“I fancy I'll have a nap!” ho re- 
marked. 

“Go itt” said Bob, 
“Don’t jax, you fellow: 


Keep quiet, 


you know!” 
“Fathead !" 
T think you ight have a littlo con- 
sideration,” said Bunter. "I'm used to 


your eolfishnoss, but all’ the same, you 


night remember all I’ve done for you. 
“Go to sleep, f : 

eaid Harry. 

better than your chin-wag.' 
vant 


r 


the room was, tho 
‘atone end of the 
room ie aiate lay on ite 
Bunter rolled one up for a pillow, 
Atretched hime "onthe others, and 
closed his eyes. A minuto more, and a 
‘deep snoro runibled through the rooin. 

Bunter, at all exonts," wag able to 
forget hia troubles in sleep. A 

TE was not to easy for hv compsinions 
to do the same. 
rathor brighter mental 
William Goorgo Bunter. 


They woro gifted with 
powers than 


ape! 
vision, 


rotected the window, the spaces 
tween much too small “for the 
slimmest prisoner to crawl out. 

“Safe enough here!" said Bob 
Cherry, with « grimace, 

Looks like it.” 

T wonder what the fellows aro 
doing in Canton’ 

“Nothing,” said | Harry. “They 
know that Mr. Locke followed us, of 


course, but, they ean) do. nothing. | f 
only ope they won't (ry, anything ras 
and fall into that deuou's clutches.” 

Bob glanced towards the sleeping 
Owl and lowered his yoive, 

“What do you think, they're going 
to do with us, old man?” 

“Keep us as a bait to draw Ferrers 
Locke into ‘Tang Wang's hands,” 
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answered Harry. “The brute threat. 
ened it when wo saw bim in Canton. 
Most likely ho will try to stick Mr. 
Wun for “a ransom; but whether a 
rangoms paid or not, he won't let us 
me 


‘Thon our lives are safo till—"” 


‘Bob Chorry. put bis hand through one 
of tho gaps in the paper window and 
felt tho bor outside. It was of some 
hard wood like teak, almost as hard 03 
iron. 

“No getting out of this," he said. 


Wharton shook his head. 

“It all depends oa Locke,” be 
answered. 

eto.” 


“We know—though tho mandarin 
docsn't—that he's not for away, Dut 
how is ho going to find us here?” 
Wharton shook his head again. “We're 
up, against it, ofd chap.” ie 

“While thero's life there's hope, 
said Bob stoutly. : 

But, in spite of their courage, the 
chums of the Remove knew how little 


hopo there was of escaping alive from 
tho power of tho mandarin, 

In ‘silence they stood watching the 
in 


shadows de: Tittle walled 


as sinking 
towards far-away Yun-non and Ti 
shadows lengthened in the garden, and 
tho room grew deeply dusky. 

‘Vaey wero thinking of Ferrers Locke, 
now probably within the walls of Pan: 
shan, in his disguiso of a Chinese 
beggar-man. 

Locke would know that thoy were 
imprisoned in the yamen, But how was 
ho to gain admittance within those 

ly ‘guarded walls? “How, if ho 
gained admittance, was ho to find the 
prison-room of tho Greyfriars juniors 
in that rambling warren of » building? 
low, it ho found thom, was ho to spirit 
thom aay from a city swarming with 
high-walled, 
idiore? 

‘Tho moro thoy thought of it the 
blacker the prospect seomed, though 
thoy, would not Tet despair enter their 
carts. 


fardener: Tho juniors watched hi as 
Jt hlngll out by a eats, in the 
gardon wall into a courtyan % 
‘The gato closed behind him. 

"Way out—if wo 
said Bob, with a faint 
"We'vo got to stick 
said Harry. s 
‘The darkness deepened, and they did 
not oxpcct a light to be brought to 
thom. "They, stretched themselves at 
Jast on tho kang beside Bunter and 
closed their eyes. But, weary as they 
wero, it was long before they slept; 
long they lay wakeful, listening to the 
steady rumble of Buntor’s snore, It 
‘was lato when ab last they slept. 


‘THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
Forrers Locke fn Pan-shan 1 


A RED lamp burned in the 


guardhouse over the great 
‘gates would soon be close 


eastern gate of Pan-shan. 
Te was, the signal that the 


Jn Pan-shan, as in most Chinese pro- 
vincial citics, ‘the gatos were closed at 
dark, and not opened again until the 
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jing. The red lamp burns in the 
guardhouse, in the falling shadows. of 
csening, as a warning to travellers on 
the road. 


For twenty minutes or balf an hour 
tho candle in the red lamp might burn. 
But it was freshly lighted over the 
eastern gato wheu a Chinoso beg: 
aman came prowling along the road, bi 
tattered blue gown fluttering in’ the 
evening wind, his bare foct caked with 
the ditt of ‘the highway, bie yellow 
vinkled {aco deep "in iladow “under 
the wide bainboo hat. There were @ 
few copper cash in his beggit 
and as lie camo doddering up the ros 
ho picked among the garbage with © 
stick, occasionally transferring some 
remnant of rubbish to. his bag~some 
fragment of cast-away food that might 
serve as a be . 
rs in the gates grinned 
at him as he came up. Beggars were 
plenty in Panshan, as in all Chinese 

3; but seldom had tho guards scen 
0 miserable and forlorn a beggar-man. 
Ono of them, with a cruel Oriental 
playfulness, threw a sharp stone, which 
struck | the old man's ‘begging-bow!, 
tilted it, and shot & dozen copper cash 
out into’ tho road. 

‘Then there was loud laughter as the 
old beggae scrambled in, the. dust and 
mud, grabbing greedily after the almost 
worthless coins. 

Le gathered them up and came dod. 
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Once through the gateway, tho heart 
of Hung, the son of Shing, the cobbler, 
‘of Shantung, beat ao little faster. 
Ferrers Locko was safely within the 
city of the Mandarin Tang Wang. 

Tho soldiers, laughing, watched him 
dodder along the street, picking among 
the plentiful garbage ‘with his stick, 
little dreaming that under tho tattered 
blue gown and the yellow wrinkled skin 
@ foreign devil was hidden, 

Tho strect from tho gate ran for some 
distance along the bank of tho canal; 
and tho beggarinan, as ho seemed to 
seek among the garbege for fragments 
still eatablo, was taking © keen and 
caroful survey of his surroundings, 

Along the bank of tho canal innumer- 
able sampans and many houseboats 
were moored-—some close to the bank, 
others farther out in the stream, And 
‘more sampans wero coming in through 
the water-gate, the Chineso coolies 
on board them poling with unusual 
haste; for when the gates wero closed 
at dark an iron grille was let down 
across tho canal, ‘and once tho gatos 
were closed and ‘the grille down, # 
‘Yas no more entering of the city until 
the morning, Any boatman who 
arrived too lato had to pues the night 
outside tho walls—not an attractive pro- 
spect in a country swarming with 
robbers and. river pirates and wander- 
ing bands of plundering soldiers. 

Picking among the garbage, appar. 


dering on into the dusky archway of ently intent only on tho tmiscrablo 
the gate, amid the mockery of the fragments he transferred to tho’ beg 


So far from resenting the upsetting 
‘of his bowl, tho old boggar kow-towed 
to the ground in respect (0 the guard. 

“Old man, you seom to have travelled 
far,” said th soldier who had knocked 
over the bowl. 

“O brave soldier, born many con- 
turies bofore me, I ‘am Hung, the son 
of Shing, ‘cobbler, | at have 
travelled even from, the far country of 
Shantung,” answered the beggar. ‘'For 


I was born in the far north, oven in 
the shadow of the Great Wall.” 
“Well T that you travel from 


& distant province, old frog!” jeered 
tho soldier. “For you do not ‘speak 
with the tonguo of the south.” 

“Te is true, O born-before-mo,”” said 
the beggar. “And oven from far Shan- 
tung T have come to bog food from the 
wencrous-hearted ones of Kwang-si 

‘There was a chuckle from the Chinese 
soldiers. ‘The old man spoke Chinese, 
but not exactly as it was spoken in the 
province of Kwang-si. And, like most 
People, the Kevang:si mon were amused 

yan accent that was unlike their own, 

‘Tho difference was fully explained 
by the fact that Hung camo from a pro- 
¥ince so far to the north as Shantung. 
It certainly did not occur to the Pan- 
shan guards that tho differonco. might 
have ‘been still moro accurately 20- 
counted for by the fact that the beggar- 
man camo from a place much farther 


off than the Great Wall of China—as 


1g of Kwan, the Goddess 
of Mercy, falls upon the noble ones who 
Bre gencrous to the poor.” whined the 
gid beagar. ‘and he extended the bamboo 

“The soldiers, put into a rood humour 
by their mockery of the old man’s talk, 
tossed a few copper cash into the bow!: 
apd the beggarman passed on into the 
city. 


at his girdlo, Hung, tho beggar, lost 
nothing that was to be observed, 

Slowly be made his way up tho 
stgeet_ and passed out of sight of the 
soldicrs at the gate. And a little later 

od candlo in tho guardhouso over 
ato burned out; and then the 
Bates—great wooden ‘masses clamped 
with won—ciashed shut, and bara and 
chains rolled into place, cecuring them 
for tho night 

rhnoss van now falling thickly. 

‘Here and thore, a dim oil lamp, or a 
glimmering lantern, lightod the strect— 
all the street lighting there was in Pons 

an. 

Tho air was thick with tho fumes of 
incenso-sticks, burning at the doorways, 
4s was customary at nightfall, in 
honour of the houschold gods. 

Every now and then tho beggar from 
Shantung extended his bowl, and 
whined for alms; sometimes recoivin 
& few copper cash, sometimes a gilt ol 
food from somo charitable Chinamat 

He cumo at last in sight of tho man- 
darin’s yamen, which stood in an open 
square, the only open place im all the 
city. 

The boggar-man did not venture to 
approach near to the magnificent resi- 
denco of the groat Tang Wang. 

He. observed it from a distanco, 
cecasionally extending his begging-bow 
to a passer-by to keep up his appear- 
anco of @ mendicant. ‘Through’ the 
gateway of tho yamen he could seo 
many soldiers and serving-men in the 
great courtyard. Far back from the 
gateway was the grand entrance of 
tho mansion, with an immense carved 
copper devil-scrcen, or spirit wall, 
before it 

‘Tho beggar-man moved away, throad- 
ing narrow strects, | dimly-lighted—or 
not lighted at all—till he was in the 
rear of tho mandarin’s residence. 

‘Here thore mere high garden walle, 
‘over some of which branches dropped 
from the trees within. 

Ferrers Locke moved slowly slong the 
high wall, roofed at the top with 
slanting tiles, like most Chinese walls. 

He stopped at a gate of solid teak 
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boards, clamped with iron. Tt was set 
in the thickness of the wall—two feot 
thick at least, Tt was not 


all. 
Close by tho gate he spread his 


ragged mat, and settled down on it, 
his hoad ‘resting on hia bag of 
garbage. 

Footatops came along in tho dusk; 
soveral passors-by glanced at the ditty, 
ragged ‘old raan,. with his unkempt 
board as thoy pissed, But, there was 
nothing unusual in. the sight of = 
{atiorod Beggar sleeping in tho loo of = 

‘and no one paid him any 


garden wall 
special hoed. 
‘But suddenly, with a clatter, the gato 
openod. and 
emerged. 
stom 


‘Chinaman in rich attire 
Ho almost 
over the 

‘and_ stopped 


led 


‘who . followed 
Kicked the old beggar 
roughly in the ribs. 
Hang, tho beggar, 
startod up, aa if from 
sloop, and kow-towed 


fo the ground before 
richly - dressed 
man, 


great lord, born 


B 
& 
3 


havo pity on the 
poor!” ho whined— 
and his begging.bow! 
came forward. "I am 
Hung, a miser 
one of Shantung, O 
magnificent great: 
ness I” 

Af 
horn 
tacles, 
him in tho dusk 
was Mr. 0 No. 

‘Wretched frog, do 
you sloop undor the 
walls of the great and 


faco with 
rimmed spco- 
ked down at 


Jason Bia 
claimed ONe.. “Take 
ourself away, and 


0 thankful that you 
‘aro not beaten by the 
ks of the soldiers. 
“Groat and nobl 
one, many centuries 
old, give of your 


abundance to one who 
hos 


travelled even 
shadow of 
Wall in the 
North!” whined the beggar. 

ONo spoke to his servant, who threw 
4 handful of coppor cash into the bowl. 

“Now go, and come hore no mor, 
misprablo one!” said O No. 

Hung the beggar burst into a torrent 
of thanks. Ho compared Mr. 0 No to 
the sun, and tho moon, and all the 
stars in’ all tho constellations; and_ox- 
pressed a fervent wish that he might 
‘be blcssod with five hundred wives and 
twice as many sons. ‘Then he doddered 
‘off and disappeared into the shadows, 
and © No and bis servant went their 
way. 

Aftor tho 
figure of : 
approached tho gate again, 
glided over it softly.” But it w: 
% had been fastened within after th 
departure of O No and his follower. 
And Ferrets Locke, retiring to 3 


were gone, the tattered 
9 beggar-man cautiously 
id his hand 


‘with drawn swords watched 


+ pari 


respectful distance, Inid down once more 
on his alecping-mat—though not to 
sleep. 


THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

‘A Chinese Execution ! 
ARRY WHARTON opened his 
‘eyea at the scraping of bolt. 
‘The door was Sung open, and 
the morning sunlight streamed 
into the room. ‘Tho captain of the 
Greyfriars Remove sat up on the 
matting on the kang and blinked. Bob 
Cherry awekoned moment "later. 
Bunter snored on. It required more 
than the opening of @ door to awaken 

Billy Bunter. 

it. O No stood in the doorway, 
looking more richly-dressed and deco: 
rative than over in the bright sunshine. 


Bob 


eovt/ ead 


Took of & gorgeous butterdy fluttering 
in the doorway—though rather @ sub- 


stantial butterdy. 

Behind him wore several Chineso 
soldiers and a couple of coolies, whose 
bare limbs and dingy loin-<loths con- 
trastod with Mr. O No’s ample and 
gorgeous attire. 

Wharton and Bob Cherry turned off 
the kang, and Mr. O No saluted them 
politoly.” ‘Though Mr. O shared his 
master's aversion to foreign devils, ke 
was 2 very polite Chinaman, and @ 
Good-tempered one. Ho was quite pro- 

to slico off the beads of ‘the 
juniors if Tang Wang gave the word, 
but equally prepared to treat them 
humanely until their beads were sliced 


9 
of Indeed, he might havo beer 
Tikoned to Byron's pirate, who was 
“the mildest-mannored man that ever 


cut, throat 
“You like, perhaps, to walk in» 
garden for_a short time?” said Mr. 
© No. “For half of one hour you 
may walk, if it please you.” 

“Thank “you, Mr. 01” 
Wharton, with real gratitude. 
awlully decent of you.” 

‘Tho prospect of remaining perpetu- 
ally in the stuffy room ‘was vers 
dismaying to Whorton and Bob, though 
Bunter did not worry about it, A 
walk in the open air, even for half an 
hour, was 2 boon and q blessing. And 
thoy’ could guess that thoy owed it to 
Mr. 0 himself, not to any instructions 
from his master, Tang Wang. 

“You may, if like, batho in pool!” 


Harry 
“Dhat's 


Billy Bunter plunged into the tittle pool, while six soldiers 
with orders tout ef hol eas if tho funary tied ta esage t 


pursued Mr. Q, “for I know that tho 
foreign devils, from your country, like 
to wash themselves all over. 
“Good!” said Bob, with 5 
Nost to fresh air. a good 
what the juniors longed for. 


“Tho soldiers will watch you." said 
Mr. 0. “Tho orders of iny great 
master, with a countenarice like 


Precious jade, aro to keep you prisoners 
and to spare sour lives. Tut if you 
attempt to oscape tho soldiers. I 

orders to cut off your ears with th 


a 


swords. Take care, therefore, honour- 
able ones.” 
“Whatho! said Bob, with 
grimace. 


“Wake the noisy one, who makes so 
much noise with his estimable nose, and 
go forth!” eaid O No, 
Bunter was shakon into wakefulness, 
‘Tae Magner Lisnanr—No, 1,165, 


Ot Dow that ‘ 
“We can get a batho in a pool!” 
“Don't beao ast T dot need 20 
much washing as you fellows—I'm 
clean” “Lemme alone!” 
“Fathead! ‘They're going to sweep 
out the cell!” said Harry. “Get out!” 
‘Tho two coolies had entered tho cell 
now, ovidently to clean it for the day. 
Bunter grumblingly followed Wharton 
and Bob out of the room. Six soldiers 
ath in the 
P swords in 


Bunter deciding, on, second thoughts, 


‘As for attempting to escape, that 
thought hardly entered their heads. The 
walls of tho garden wore twelvo fect 
high, and ix soldiers with drawn 
swords watched them, with orders to 
cut off their cars if they tried to get 


‘away. Such an order was quite enough 5" 


to prevent any rash attempt, 

Aire O'No alao kept an eyo, on thom, 
Tkappeared that Mr. O was the special 
official assigned by tho mandarin to 
keep wateh on tho prisoners, and thero 
was little doubt that if they had esca 
Mr. head would havo paid the for: 
feit. Tho juniors remembered how 
Chong Lo had boon decapitated by 
order of tho mandarin for that reason. 
It was cortain that Mr. O's head also 
would have parted company with 
thoulders had the prisoners’ got away, 
Such a prospect was enouigh to mako 
gaoler ey atchful and very careful, 

Having bathed and dried themsely: 
juniors resumed their clothes, an 
worg allowed to, walk up and down the 
garden path till tho half-hour had 
elapsed. ‘Then they were taken back to 
tho call: 

By that time tho two coolies had done 
the cleaning, auch as it was, and bowls 


2 ar @ jug of water had been 


realis- 
of the position, was 


ie ct3 ell tho cakes 
; ‘ato all the cake 
while Wharton and Bob wero fnishing 


i guard of 
soldiers, “The threo prisoners were taken 
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them 


out of the coll, surrounded by soldiers, 
snd marched away. " 

You are to seo tho mandarin I” said 
O No. “I give you friendly advice to 
guard well your tongucs, and not to dis- 
Pute with Bis magaiicent greatness. If 
you should anger him, he may com- 
mand your heads to be struck off, or 
that you may bo loaded with chains and 
placed in a deep dungeon when you will 
lio in water up to your necks.” 

"Oh my hat!” said Bob Cherry. 
“Thanks for tho tip! I’m going to put 
my very best mangers on: 

“Tt is tho will of the mandarin,” con- 
tinued O No, “that you look upon the 
execution of criminals before you enter 
the yamen,” 

“Why?” exclaimed Wharton, with a 
shudder. 

“T think perhaps to strike you with 
tho terror which it is proper for foreign 
devils to feel in the shadow of the great- 
Lo ce ‘Lang Wang,” answered Mr, O 

‘It was, of course, futile to raise objec 
tions, and the juniors followed Mr. O, 
surrounded by the soldiers. 


to en open 
re walls. 


© No made sign, and tho 20 
halted, with tho threo juniors standi 
in & tow, facing tho open spaco from 
the gateway by which they had entored, 

In s corner of the bare yard, six of 
seven men, each with & gigantic wooden 
collar about his neck—a collar of great 
weight, two or threo inches thick, and 
moro than yard square—wero chained 


together, 

‘That is tho cangue,” said Mr. O No. 
“Theso men aro nik ves, and they ere 
Runished “thus ‘by the justion of ‘Tang 

fang.” 
‘Thicves as the wretched victims might 
be, the juniors could not help giving 
pilving looks. " ‘Phe cangue was 
eight as to burden its wearer 
its extent prevented them 


of suc! 
severely, an 


from ‘getting their hands to their Th 


mouths, so that thoy had to be fed by a 


gaoler. Chinese punishments do not err the 


entered the execution ard by another 


Fate, leading in, four: prisonore whove 


They were placed in a row, their 
heads bent forward. 

‘A man of great stature, clad only in = 
loin-cloth, followed them into the yard, 
carrying @ hugo, bare sword. 

This, evidently, was the exccutioner. 

With his thumb he tested the edge of 
the heary sword, which was of razor-like 
sharpness. 

‘Tho juniors turned their faces away. 
‘They knew what was coming, and it 
sickened them with horror. 

“Look!” eaid Q-No. 

And as tho juniors did not heed him, 
they wero seized by the guards, and 


* forced to look towards the scone. 


“Te is the order of 
said 0 No.“ ign 
sober the order of the great and poarl- 
like ono?” 

Bunter closed bis eyes behind his big 
spectacles. Tho prick of a dagger caused 
‘him to open them again with 2 yelp. 

“Look!” repoated O No, 

And the juniors had to look. 
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The gigantic executioner approached 
the row of hapless bandits, who stood 
like statues with their beads bent for- 
ward for the stroke. ‘Tho silent inpas- 
sivity with which thoy met their lato 
was strango enough to the eye of the 
juniors, buch as they bad hoard of 
Yriental fatalism. 


‘The great sword was lifted in both 
the executioncr’s hands, and it came 
down like a flash of light, and a head 
rolled in tho sand, 

Ho passed on to tho next wrotch, and 
there ‘was another Gash of the descend- 
ing blade, and another head rolled and 
bounced. 


_Atother, and another, and the execu 

tion was over. Tho Greyfriars juniors 
stood, almost physically sick with horror 
and disgust, 

No doubt the victims were savage 
bandits, probably with blood on thelr 
hands," And decapitation, after all, wes 
merciful death than hanging. 
But the unwilling spectators were chilled 
horror to the very marrow of their 
bones, and their faces were white and 
sick as they followed O No from the 
execation yard, 

© No gfanced at them, with a faint 
smile. In Ohina life is cheap, and @ 
Chinese can look on blood and death 
with @ good deal of indifference, ‘The 
white horror in the faces of the juniors 
only added to Mr. O's contonipt for 
foreign devils. 
But if Tang Wang had intended tho 
sight to striko terror to the hearts of his 
pritoners, ho hed ‘not quite mooveded. 
it was horror, not terror, that Wharton 
‘and Bob Cherry were’ fealing, and 
mingled with it was o bitter animosity, 
towards the tyrant who had forced them 
to witness such a fearful sceno, 

But, so far es Billy Bunter was con 
corned, tho mandarin's object bad oor- 
tainly beon effected. Bunter was almost 
ma oe! foes end | “ knees 
‘noel thor as ho staggered away, 
hia ayes, bulged behind his spectacles a3 
if starting out of his head, and his 
hands shook like the Loaves of the a 


arm 
‘would have 


1 Pall ourself togethor, old chap": 
whispered Harry, an they approached 
the entrance of ‘the yamen. 

Bunter only groaned. 

“Buck up, Bunter!” said Bob. 

The fat junior groaned again, 

And ho was still tottering whon the 
Prisoners and their guard entered the 
great hall of tho yamen. 


‘THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
Before the Mandarin ! 


ANG WANG, the mandarin, sat 
on 8 throno-like gilded s 
fhe dais “at tho upper and of 
the hall. Ho was clad so gor- 
geously that even Mr. O No paled into 
insignificance in comparison. How 


many silken coats the mandarin wore it 
was dificult to any, of diforent lengihe 
like 


and different colours. Ho blazed 
some tropical beetle, with coloured si 
and flashing jewels.” A collar of, pearls 
worth many thousand silver “shoes, 
circled his neck, Rubice and diamonds 
blazed alll over him, even on his shoes. 
Magnificence of this sort was impres- 
sive to tho Chineso eye; but it would 
havo made the Greyfriars fellows smilo 
in less perilous circumstances. ‘The idea 
‘of s man “dressing up” was absurd to 
their minds, and the most over-dressed 
(Continued on page 12) 
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E football referees do catch it, to be eure. About 
hhalf the lettera I rocoive each week tell me that tho 
referee in this or that match made mistekes which 
affected the remult of the game, 

Porhaps, after all, this is not surprising. Tt is not even 
surprising that referees of football matches do make mistakes, 
because they frequently have decisions to make on the epur 
of the moment over which it is easy to go wrong. Talo a caso 
in point, and 1 am quoting from @ lettor just to hand from 
Doncaster reader of the BMAchrr. 

“ Playing in @ mateh last weok it seemed to me that we were 
sobbed of o goal by the action of the referee who did not give us 
6 ponalty kick though ho admitted that ono of our playors was 
fouled in tho penalty area, 


‘The excuse of the referee was that although 
‘our centre-forward tea fouled, he recovered, and. 
the referee thought that he would score a goal. 


Ho didn’t, s0 wo got neither goal nor penalty kick. Surely,” 
winds up my good feader, “this wen fein” ze 
T am not going to be one littlo bit crom with my correspondent 
because of this particular grumblo about tho action of the 
refores, but poshape jt will bo of gunoral intoret if T explain 
the diffoulty which faces @ referee on such occasions. X also 
have to uphold the action of the referee, because it was good 
‘sccording to tho official rulos. 


r is laid down in the instructions to referees that they are 
not expected to stop the play for any infriagement, w! 

thay be of Healt to the side which broke the 
rules, Now let us "reconstruct the crimo,” #¢ the 
Sootland Yard people say. ‘The centre-forward wos going 
through, and wad in the peneity area. Ho was foxled, without 
‘a doubt, but not ao badly fouled as to prevent him from eludiog 
‘the full-back who hed fouled him and running on to goal. 

‘The referee, obviously watchful, noticed the foul, but also 
noticed that the player recovered from the trip in such a way 
that he had @ good chance of scoring. ‘The fact that the player 
‘who was fouled did not score waa not the fault of the referee. 
If, in those ciroumstances, the referee had stopped the ploy he 
would have run 6 distinot risk of benefiting the offending side, 
‘nd thie he refused, quite rightly, to do. 


OU 09 the difficulty of the position from the point 
of view of tho man with the whistle, don't you? He 
had to decide on the instant whethor to blow or to 
refrain from blowing. | He took tho option of rofraining, 

which, 3 it happenod worked out bedly for the side against 

‘whom the defoncs hiad been committed. . 

‘Whet my Doncestor reader wants to know, at the end of his 
wwestion is why, when tho player who had boon fouled, but 

Slowed to go on did jot score, the refores did not then award 

the sido ® penalty kick? There is 80 easy answer to that. 

‘He could not do 90 according to rule. 


‘Once the power to refrain had been exercised, 
the offictat could not give a side a second chance. 


Nor would it bo fair if he wero allowed to do so. It was all 
‘very unfortunate, of course, but I cannot possibly eco e way 
of framing the rales of the gamo so that no hard cases cs 
possibly arise. There is o legal axiom to the effect thet herd 
Eagos make good law, end this may be epplied to football. 
Cortainly in this game it does not follow that becauee there ace 
hard casos, casos whon proper punishment is not meted out to 
tthe offending side, that the laws are consequently bad. 

have seen the to refrain exerciced on many occasions 
‘on tho football field with quite satisfsctory -vsulis, but the 
‘trouble is that #o far as tho players and oft-times the spoctaters 
‘are concerned, the action of the poor referee, placed in & difficult 
‘Position, is judged by results, 


© toy 


“~~ > s 
cossip/ 


FESIDE questions continue to erop up, end T have a 
drawer full of diagrams sent to mo from various 
readers. I have answered many of these questions 
direct fo the readers concerned, but glencing at my 


but should only be given offside wohen he makes 
some move to interfere with the play. 


notice, 
in a gare I watchod this season. An attacker was hurt, and 
‘went down almost on the gool-tine, ‘The play was carried on ; 
the ball was worked away, but vent back into tho not while 
the attacker was still lying practically on the goal-line, 
‘The referwo decided, and quite correctly, that the presence of 
the injured player on the goal-line affected the movemonts 
of the goslkoeper. ‘Therefore, the referee gave tho forward 
‘offside, although be woe lying hurt and making no effort to play 
the bail. Ho was " interfering.” 


‘OW for a query on the personal side. It comes from 
Nowsanne 


eld, and thie is it : 


ow many cases are there on record of two 
brothers playing at full-back for the same side 
in first-class football ? 

Tam not sure whether I can give a really definite answer to 
this question, but I will give tha instances which I recall. 
‘Away io the long-ago daye- further back than you or I can 
remember—the brothers A. M. and P, BI, Walters played for the 
‘Old Carthosisns, en omateur side which was ono of tle boat 
{in the land bofore professionalism came into football, 

‘Then somo little time ego Everton had two brothers—W. 
and R. Balmer, playing oa full-backs in thoir Leaguo team, 
‘and thoy were quite good fall-backs, too. On top of these caves 
“they are the only onss I can remember from the past— 
Thore are two brothers now playing as full-back partners in 
firet-cleas football. ‘Tlieeo are John and George Milburn, the 
defendors of Leeds United. a 

‘They ere young lads from Ashington, and their combined 
ages do not amount to more then forty.” ‘They are shaping 
‘epy well, too, theoe lads, and the day may como when they 

il ploy together tho full-back partners for England, oa 
the Walters brothere for Eagland on tany occasions. "Hore 
Tusk to the brothers st full-back. preeseges 


‘Tax Macuet Linnr.—No. 1,185. 


2 
THE CITY OF DEATH! 


(Continued from page 10.) 


woman in Europe was not so over- 
dressed as the mundarin of Pan-shan. 

Guards and officials surrounded the 

eat men ib seemed 09 if Teng Wang 
fept a semi-royal state in his city. 

For Tang Wang was not merely a 
mandarin, with the right to wear the 
mandarin’s button. Ho was also & 
descendant of the Mings, who had 
reigned in China before the Manchus 
carga: : 
ang, that, ie bese epticd wi 
yinenly het! diseppeered. from, Ching 
thero wero many Chinese whose thoughts 
turned to @ restoration of the Ming 
dynasty; and ‘there. were many of the 
descendants of tho Mings still living, 
and Wang was one of them. 

It was only » few centuries since the 
Manchus had come into. Chinn es con- 
guotors, daplecing the Mings} wed in 

1@, long histor; 


‘of China a few cen- 
turies amounted to little, 

There had always been @ party in 
China whose watchword was, “‘lurn out 
the Ct Ay bring Back the Ming pa And 
now, with the Ching line gone for ever 
and the whole country in the throce of 

evolution and civil war, Tang Wang 
jaw, oF thought he saw, his chance. 

It was for that reason that Tang 
‘Wang, chief of the Red Dragon Tong, 
used the torror of tho tong to extract 
money from rich morchants and other 
wealthy. Chinese: ‘to él his war-chest 
for the attempt to place himself on the 
Yacant throne. 

In bis own torritory ho was mastor of 
tho lives. and fortunes of all, but his 
own torritory was only a emul: part of 
tho province of Kwang-si- 

But tho agenta of the Red Dragon 
Tong wer 2 through other pro- 
vinees of the south, and it'was from rich 
merchants of Canton and Hlong Kong 


g 


that tho tong extracted contributions 0 


under threats. 

Mr. Wun Chung Long had resisted the 
demand; and Tang Wong had ordered 
tho death of nis son, Wun Lung, to 
bring him to reason. 


father’s house. 
attacks on the Greyfriars 
mandarin'’s son, Tang Lao, had fallen, 
Hence tho mandarin's savage desire to 
‘get the Baker Strect detective into his 
Power. 

‘Tho mandarin’s ivory-yellow faco, was 
almost, expressionless as the. three Grey- 
friara juniors were brought into tho hall, 
and his slanting, black eyes fixed on 
them. Only the biack eyes gloamed with 
much a gleam os migtt havo come into 
‘tho eyes of a tiger. 

‘Towards the juniors his feelings wero 
almost of indifference.” They _w 
bait to draw Forrors Locke into 
wor and to extract “silvor shoes 

mm Mr. Wun, 

Apart from that, he cared nothin 
about them; though it was bis fix 
intention to put them to death when they 
could no longer scrve any useful, pur. 
poso, They wero “foreign devils,” and 
to kill all forcigners, or drive them out 
‘of China, war, part of the mandarin’s 
Programme, ‘There. was a mixture of 
fanatical patriotism, ip, the unscropulous 
villainy of the mandarin. 

Betwoen linos of guards the three 
juniors advancod up the hall. Mfr. 0 No 

ad an anxious expression on his fst 
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‘And in the 
Party, tho 


face. Half-way up the hall he whis- 
pered in an agitated tone to. the 
Prisoners, 


“Here you kow-tow; it is customary 
to kow-tow to his great magnificence! 
Do not anger him if you value your 
ives |” 

Bob Cherry grunted, and Wharton's 
jaw jutted obstinately,” They wero not 
‘going fo crawl at the fect of © Chink. 

“Will you ask for torture and death?” 
breathed O No. fj 
| "IT say, EI don't, mind kow-tow 
ing!” gasped Bunter. “I say, Vil kow- 
tow, or anything you like, I—I'll stand 


“Follow me, and do as I do, if you 
would live!” whispered © No, 

Ho advanced up tho hall bent almost 
double, and as be arrived near the groat 
and magnificent one, he kow-towed to 
the floor, touching it with his forehead. 

‘Tho jumors followed him, Wharton 
and Bob constraining themselves to bow 
their heads in salutation; though they 
felt that nothing would induco them to 
humblo. themselves to the dust before 
tho Chinaman. 

Bunter had no such scruples. 

Ho endeavoured to kow-tow in tho 
manner of O No. é 

Kow-towing, however, requires the 
loose garments of a Chinese to 
garriod out effectively. Tt is a form of 
“physical jerks” not compatible with 
European clothes. 

Billy Bunter, bent over, and his face 
assumed tho huo of a’ freshly-boiled 
lobster. Thero was 0 “ping” as ono 
‘of Bunter’s buttons went. 

Ho dropped on his fat knees, tapped 
tho floor with his forehead, 
balance, and rolled over 
mandarin’s feet. 

Oh crikey |” gasped Bunter. 

Ho sat up dizzily, clutched 

spectacles, and set 

fat nove, ‘and splutteree_wil 
'Groogh! Isay— Ow! 


on my head if you like.” 


at the 


Oh crikey | 


_ 
‘The hard face of the mandarin was 
inkled t There were gring on 
All tho yellow feces in the crowded ball. 

Bunter's antics hed. rather Broken: up 
tho gravity of the assembly. 

You fat idiot!" gasped Dob, 

“Ow! Oht Groogh! Oh dear!” 

“Q. magnificent  nobleness, these 
miserable foreign dev 
how to behave in your god- re 
sonco !” said O No, still flat on the floor 
Hill ho received ® sign to rise, 

“ Are thoy not seneclers brates, like all 
the barbarians of the West?” said Tang 
Wang indifferently. 

Bunter scrambled 


‘ost his fi 


THE MAGNET 
lifting of my finger your heads may bo 
struck from your shoulders.” 


“Wo know it!” said Harry quietly. 

He. constrained himself to speak 
quietly and civilly. It was no time to 
tell this Chink what he thought of bim. 

“Where is the white dovil Ferrors 
Locket” 

__ “How can we tell where Ferrers Locke 
is, when we are prisoners in your 
hands?” answered Wharton. 

‘The black eyes guittered, 

“That ic all 1 desire,” said Tang 
Wang. “You think not that tho foreign 
devil Locke will take ship et Hong 
Kong and fleo from my vengeance?” 

Wharton simled contemptuously, 

“Certainly not \” he answered. 

“Yet my messenger, who had spoken 
to Wun Chong Lung at Canton, has 
roturned to say that the foreiga dovil 

y Tang Wang, 


Ho know that Locke, in the guiso of 
Hung, tho begear-man, had_ followed 
them; he had little doubt that the Baker 
Street detective wes even then within 
the walls of Pan-shan. Tis start of sur- 
prise did not escape the mandarin’s keen 
a 


“You are surprised to hear this?” 
asked Tang Wang. 

Wharton realised that he bad to 
answer carefully. 

“I am surprised to hear that Ferrors 
Locke is at Hong Kong,” ho said. “If 
hho is there, I kaew nothing of it, and 
never guessed it, But I am certain that 
hho has not gono there to tako ship away 
rom China. ‘That is impossible while 
We are your prisoners.” 

“Perhaps ho is there to took the help 

to ‘ave your 

wercastic, smile, 


said Tang Wane, 
“'X lenow nothing’ of ity larry. 
“Let him geek, tho mandarin, 
“AI the foreign devils in China cannot 
save you Times aro changed since an 
grmy of foreign dovile marched | on 
Pekin, and humbled the god-like 
‘emperor on his peacock throne. No 
foreign army will ever march into 
China again. When wo were weak thoy 
invaded us and plundered us. Now wo 
‘are strong, thoy talk tous with a civil 
tongue, for they know that if a foretgn 
Srmy marched foto China now it would 
nevor sce tho shore of the econ again. 
Wharton made no reply to that. 
There was, in fact, a good deal of 
trath “in, hat tho’ mandarin eaidy 
ina, 20 long tho helpless prey ol 
f on the. vergo. of being 


= in, ig Partitioned by half  doren European 
sat aah pe Ai do it » in, if Bowers, had bocn driven into awakens 


sped. 
mind tow-towing; I—I rather like it.” 

“Silence, fool!” said the mandario, 
in English. f 

‘Apparontly the, mandarin hed had 
enough of Bunter's acrobatic perform. 
ances, Ho signed to O No to riso and 
step back ovt of hearing Tho threo 
juniors were left facing the mandarin. 

fuards surrounded them, but, these 
understood ne English. O No backed 
away far enough to make it olcar that 
‘ho could hear nothing. The mandarin 
did not desire to be cverheard. 

‘Tang Wang Sxed his hard. black eyes 
on the Gresfriars fellows. If ho desired 
to see them tremble, Bunter, at least, 
satisfied him, for the Owl of the Re: 
move was trembling from head to foot. 

“Foreign dogs!” said Tang Wang. 

Wharton compressed his lips. 

“You ep call ue what vou like !” he 
said. ‘ro in your power.” 

“That, is a truth-eaying I" said Tang. 
Wang. “Here in Pan-shen I am lord, a3 
shortly I shall be in all Chins. At the 


ing from her centuries-long lethargy. 
Thiet °P ay 
a 


him come with all the. foroign 
devils who can help him!” said Tang 
Wang. “They will find their death in 
this province of Kwang-si. 

Wharton was careful not to lot, his 
faco betray the satisfaction ho felt. 

he mandarin evidently believed that 
Ferrers Locke was seeking to obtain 
force to rescue the prisoners of Pan 
shan with tho strong hand, 

such a project was utterly hopel 
and Wharton knew that ‘Locke would 
ot even think of it. 

But #0 long as the mandarin believed 
20, he was less likely to suspect that the 
Baker Street detective, in disguise, waa 
already in the city. 

“Let him come!” 


repeated Tang 


EVERY SATURDAY 


Wang. “It is beoauso I desire him to 
come that you are hore.” 

“T undorstand that,” said Harry. 

“Ho will come!” said the mandarin, 
with a cold (fitter in his eyes, “I 
know him well; he will not abandon 
you. My spies are out on every road; 
and whon he comes I shall rejoice. 
You are tho bait, that ahall draw him 
into a death-trap.” 

‘Wharton was silont. Bob Chorry 
said nothing, leaving the talking to bis 
chum. As for Billy Bunter, his tooth 
wore chattering 90 fast, that it was 
outa whether he could have talked 
at all. 

“You aro friends of the eon of Wun 
Chung Lung?” said the mandarin, 
changing the subject abruptly. 

“Yes,” said Harry. “We wore his 
friends at echool in England.” 

“Wan Chung Lung will pay ransom 
for your lives?” 

£1 think be would; if he was sure 
that we should be sent safe back to 
Centon.” 

‘The mandarin smile 

“You do not think he would pay the 
rangom first?” 

“Mr. Wun is a business man,” ans- 
wored Wharton, “He will not pay 
money for nothing.” 

“But if 1 send bim your ears to ro- 
mind him that I grow impatient for 
the ransom?” asked the mandarin. 
“An ear from each head?” 

Wharton shuddered. 

“That is tho Chinose way!” eaid the 
mandarin softly, “Mr. Wun bas asked 
for three days to consult the foreign 
devil Locke who is now in Hong Kong. 
For three days I shall wait; but after 


threo days, if the mone; 
your ears will be deliver 
in & portor's basket. 
“Wo are in your power!” said Harry, 
in_s low voice, 

“And after,” said Tang Wang, “if 


is not paid 
to Mr, Won 


the money is’ not yot paid your other 
ears will bo delivered to Mr. Wun. 
‘That is tho Chinese way.” 

Wharton stood silent. His faco had 
whitened; and Bob Cherry's ruddy 
obeoks wero like chalk. Bunter 
groaned. 


‘Tho mandarin mady a sign. O No 
came forward and the funiors were led 
away. ‘Thoy went in silence, with the 
orepiration thick on their, foreheads. 

three days for Ferrers Locke to act— 
and after thet, mutilation thet was 
worse than doath! 


The juniors were shut in the cell 
‘gain; Wharton and Bob silent, while 
Bunter, stretched on the kang in a 


state of collapse groaned aloud. 


THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
Grandfather Ko! 
mM WUN CHUNG LUNG sat 


lent on the ebony chair in 
is private cabinet in his 
howe at Canton ard looked 
through the ‘narrowed slits of his eves 
at his guests. Frank Nugent, Johnny 
Bull, Hurreo Jamsct Ram “Singh, 
waited for him to speak. 

. They had told tho merchant, their 
intention, their Gxed resolve. ‘Chere 
was no news from Ferrers Locko: 1 
tows of thoiz missing comrades. ‘They 


wero going to Pan-shan; to save thom 
or to die with them, On that, their 
minds wore immutably mado up, but 


out of respect for Mr. Wun, their 
gonerous host, they had told id 
aaked his consent. 

Tho merchant was long silent. 

Whother he approved or, disapproved 
the juniors could not, read ia bis 
passive ivory jfaco, ‘They hoped. that 

© approved, for thoy did not w 
displense tho man who had beon 
ness itself to them since their arrival 
in China, But in any case, thoy woro 
going. 

Wun Lung watched his father's faco 
anxiously, 

It was to keep him safe thot his 
friends had come to China; it was 
through him that the prisonors had 
bocome the snark for the savage enmity 
of Tang Wang. And the Chinoso 
junior desired strongly to accompany 
the Greyfriars fellows on the journey 
Of rescue, wild and desperate as it was. 
Gratitude is » strong feoling among the 
Chinese; it is seldom that a Chinaman 
is ungrateful. But it was for his father, 
or rather his grandfather, to decide; 
for filial obedienco comes beforo all clso 
in the Flowery Land. Mr. Wun knew 

is son's wishes; Wun Lung had to 
Teave it at that, 

‘Mr. Wnn Chung Lung spoke at, last. 

“If you go, you go to your, death, 
honourable-cnes-born-beforeme!” — he 


“I know it's likely,” said Frank 
Nugent. “But we shan’t bo in any 
(Continued on page 16.) 
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(Continued from page 13.) 


grenter danger than the fellows that 
‘Tung Wang's got hold of.” . 

“That is a truth-saying!” admitted 
‘Mr. Wun. “Yet I think that the lord 
Locke would desire mo to keep you safe 
in my houso till his return,” 

“He may nevor retura.” 

“That is only too true!” said Mr. 
Wun gravely. “And it ia possible that, 
in Chinoso guise, you may roach Pan- 
shan by river and canal if someone 
with you speaka tho language. But 

shan it is death to 


“Wo're not said Johnny 
Bull sturdily. ‘hey shall cut us to 
picces before we'll leave China without 
our friends.” 
Wun evidently approved that 
ecntiment. Loyalty is a thing that a 
Chinaman can understand. 

“If you could find us some, boatmen 
who could bo trusted end who would 
not bo afraid to enter Pan-shan—” 
bogan Nugent. . 

“Many faithful men I have in my 
sorvico,” said Mr. Wun. “But to 
enter ‘Pan-shan with disguised _for- 
cigners is the way to doath by torture. 
Also the spies of the mandarin are 
many nd there may be some in my 
household,” 

‘Nugont was silent, 

“Bub” went on’ Mr. Wun softly, 
“my lito and my son's life belong to 
my friends who are in danger for my 
son's take, A Chinese docs not forgot 
guich a debt, “If it were, for mo to say, 
T should command my Little Pink Toad 
to go with you.” 

The juniors smiled. “Little Pi 
Tord” was Wun Lung’s “milk-name 
tho name by which he was called i 
family. It had struck thom as a weird 
pet name when they had first beard it. 

“But it is not for me to say,” went 
on Mr, Wun grt soy: “Yet I wil 
kneel at my fathar's feot and bog this 
favour of him for the sake of gratitude 
and friendship to my friends.” 

He rose, and signed to tho school- 
boys to follow him. 


‘they followed him to the apartments {, 


of Mr. Wun Ko—Grandfather Ko, the 
autocrat of tho Wun establishment, 
‘Thero was something odd, to an 
English mind, in a man turned fifty 
being unable ‘to docide such s mattor 
without asking the consent of his father 
Dut it ovidently, did not ovon occur to 
Mr, Wun that it was possible for him 
to decide on his own responsibility. 
Odd as it was, the juniors could not 
help feoling ‘that there was conicthing 
‘admirablo in Chinose piety. Neglect of 
aged parents is so unknown in China, 
that a Chincto would find it difficult to 
deliove that. it occurs anywhere. ‘The 
Chinose go to tho opposite extremo— 
sometimes to an absurd extrome—bat 
it ie a fault on tho right sido, at least. 
Grandfathor Ko was seated on a 
gushion slowly and methodically smok- 
ing = long pips. He looked a little, 
wizened bunch of humanity, but bis 
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enter the Mi 


black eyes wore stil: charp and epark- 
ling. Bir. Wua ko to the floor 
bofore his honourable parent; and did 
not vonture to noar to him 
till Grandfather to him to 
do so, He was still in = bent and 
humble attitude when be addressed his 
aged parent. 

‘He spoke in Chinese—the Chineso of 
tho North; for the Wuns belonged to 
North Chios and spoke what is called 
the “Mandarin tongue. Grandfather 
Ko listoned quiotly. 

‘Tho juniors watched his little wizened 
face, wondering what decision 
would be. Much depended on it, for 
if the dangerous expedition had a 
chance of success, it could only be 
through Wun Luag going with the 
juniors. 

Sinco Wun Lung’s safo return home, 
Grandfather Ko bad beca oxtromoly 
Particular and stern about the “Little 
Pink Toad.” Wun Lung had not once 
been allowed to take a step outside the 
walls. 

After Mr. Wun had finished speaking 
fr. ‘Wun’ Ko was silent. for som 
moments, 

Fen be began to speak in his tara. 
His voico was on an angry note, an 
his old yes Bashed ‘as be talked. ‘He 
seemed angry, and tho juniors supposed 
that it was due to tho suggestion thet 
Wen Lung, should go in danger. And 
indeed, it did not seem likely that Wun 
Ko, who had refused to allow his grand- 
00 to go forth into the crowded streots 
of Canton would permit him to venture 
into the clutches of the enemy who had 
ordored his death, 

But they noticed, with surprise, that 
angry as Mr. Wun K's voice sounded, 
Wun Lung was looking relieved and 
ploasod. 

Grandfather Ko coased to speak, and 
Mr. Chung Lung bowed his hesd. in 
humble acquiescence. ‘The grandfather 
mado & gesture towards the juniors, to 
whom he could not spoak himself, evi- 
dently directing his son to tell ‘them 
what ho had said, 


course, we qu 
doesn't want his 


randson to go to Pan- 
shan with us.” © ry 


Mr. Wun stared, and Wun Lung 
emiled. 
“That is not the meaning of my hon- 


ourable and jade-like father,” answered 
Mr. Wun gravely. “Not only does he 
consent to his grandson going, but he 
Ja angered that I should havo’ doubted 
ta 

“Ow!” 


culated Nugent: and 

Johnny Bull could only staro. ‘This was 
from what thoy had expected. 

My honourable father does not doubt 

that Little Pink ‘Toad is going to his 

death,” said Mr. Wun. “But the life of 

friends who havo 


T would ransom the prisoner 
wholo of my fortune. "But Tang Wang’ 
word I cannot trust, ho is not @ good 
Chinese. But if tho lifo of my son can- 
not ransom them, let it be so! Such is 
the command of my poarl-like father.” 
Nagent looked at Wun Lung. 

_ “Mo comes,” said the Chinese junior 
in the English that was so unlike his 


father’s. “’Mo wantee comoy, me likes 
plenty, too much, Me comes chop- 
chop! 


And that matter being settled, they 
retired from the presence of Grand- 
fetler Ko a besnpiil 

“Now we're sot to fix up things, 
and get off!” said Johnny Bull, with & 
deep sigh of relief, “and with Wun 
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Lung to talk Chinese for us, we'll j 
well pal reggae Sh Oeil ally 
We'll angle 
Fe The manglofulzess will be terror 
ic wal wil terrifiol” 
declared Hurree Jamsct Rare Singh, 
“Now that the matter was settled the 
igen antler ah sired 
‘atticles they required were 

carried down to the Boathouse on the 
cenal het’ ram through “Me, “Wun's 
grounds. 


it somehow,” said 


A command from Mr. Wun was 
enough to leave that spot isolated, lest 
there should be e spy of Tang Wang's 
in the numerous household. 

‘Mr. Wun’s secretary, So Fat, went 
with them to give them’ ‘id, 

‘The juniors changed their clothes for 
dingy blue cotton tunics and trousers, 
their shoos for the padded shoes of the 
Chinese, their hats for immense bamboo 
hats such as were worn by tho coolies. 

Mr. So Fat rubbed a pigment on their 
skins, changing them to the yollowish 
huo of the Chinoac, assuring them that 
{he colour would remain so long us they 

id, mot wa 


it was in keoping with 
river coolies, and the di 
came. the more effective would 


Bigtails tha 
were tens of 


did not need; for there 
jousands of Chinese in the 
Province of Kwang-tung who had out 
git Uhr Guouey or ond queues had 
been, forcibly cut off by ‘tho toldiers of 
the, “advanced” faction, always strong. 
n° Canton. ‘ 

When Bir, So Fat bad dono with 
thom it noeded a very close inspection 
to discern that Frank Nugent and 
Sobany Bull were ot Chinese youtho of 
the osolie class. As for Wan Lung, 
the change into coolio arb; ands 
few more artistic touchos to ‘his face, 
uffickently hid his identity from anyone 
who know him by aight, 

Hurree Jemeot Ram Singh could not 
be turned into Chinaman, his dark 

in was too likely to. wear through 
the paint. But it was easy enough (0 
give him the eppestance ofan half- 
Sisto; he, was pot much darker than 

‘any of the Portuguese of Macao, 

T do not opine that your own brother 
would “know you in” these. prescat 
moments,” Mr.’ So Fat declared when 
his work’ was done. “To the eyo of tho 
inquiry you are three Chiness of, dis: 
reputable class, and a half-caste from 
the docks of Hong Kong. Yes! Let 
not golden specch flow too readily from 
Your lips op sou English aay. the word 
Te mum!’ So" possibly you may live to 
behold once riore. the ‘honourable city 
of Canton 

Asampan was roady, a common look: 
ing sampan such as river coolles might 
be supposed to own. Mr. So Fat hud 
selected the cargo that was piled on the 
deck. In tho ‘ttle cabin there. were 
sleeping mats. And hidden well out of 
sight for the present were four revolvers 

d a supply of cartridges, and the four 
juniors w« knives in their belts. 

‘Quictly in the dusk of tho evening the 
sampan dropped down the canal and 
floated into the wide waters of the $e 


other sampans, and many. time 
were hailed by the Chinese river-f 

d Wun Lung answered every time. 
And it was fairly clear that but for the 
Presence of the Chinese junior the dis- 
guised crew would have been suspected 


very soon. . ‘ 
they elopt that night on the mats in 
the cabin or on deck with hundreds of 
other sampans round them, from many 
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of which rose the fumes of incenso sticks. 
Tt was a strango glimpse of the river life 
of Canton, where thousands of families 
live permanently on the boats, moored 
in great clusters along. the banks, zome- 
times as far out as mid-stream. 

With the gleam of dawn, the Hon- 
ourablo and Benovolent Crate—for such 
was the name of tho sampan—started on 
its, voyage into tho interior of China. 

Scores of sampans were going the 
same way, and thero was nothing to dis. 
tinguish the Honourable and Benevolent 
Grane from the rest é 

Sproading tho mat sail when tho wind 
was favourable, poling at other times, 
tho crew of the Crane made their way 
up the river, end Canton dropped far 
behind them. “River travel is slow in 
China—tho land of leisure. But every 
passing hour, slow as it seemed, brought 
the Honourable and Benevolent Crane 
nearer and nearer to Pan-shan—the city 
where the prisoners lay in tho power of 
the mandarin; where Ferrers Locke 
lurked in disguise, if indeed death had 
not already overtaken him—and where 
the chances were a lundred to one that 
grim doath awaited tho rescuers. 


THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
Bunter Has an idea! 


Wy SAY, you follows!” 
Buater sat up on the kang 
and groaned. 
Yee, old chap” said Harry 
Wharton, gently enough, 
“Tsay, can’t wo get out of this some- 
hoy” 


“TnI hope so!” 

“I up to you follows!" said Bunter. 
“Can't you think of somethin 
iv’s too awfully thick, 

rharton was sile 

Ho would have been glad enough to 
encourago the fat Owl, but there was 
Tittle ho could say of hope. 

Bunter did not know that Ferrers 
Locke, in tho guise of Hung the beggar, 
had followed them. It bad been on 
Wharton's lips to tell him many times 
for the sake of encouraging him but he 


Mi‘refrained, for the secret. om which 
the detective’ life depended, would not 
Save boon safe in Bunter’s keeping. 


‘Probably it would have given the 
fat junior little hope, for both Wharton 
‘nd Bob Cherry were losing their own 


hope now. 

‘Bro days had passed, and thoy were 
aull’prisonera in fhe yatpon of the man- 
Garin and from tho Baker Street dovec- 
tive had come no sign. 

Every day, every hour of every day, 
they had thought of escape; turned th 
maiter over continually in their mind 
But escapo, without hotp from outside, 
was a sheer impossibility. 

Each morning they wero allowed to 
batho and walk in tho garden for 
short time under the eyes of O No and 
the Chinese soldiers, r 

‘Tho rest of the day and night they 
spent in tho coll with the bolted door 
‘and the barred window. 

Tinpossiblo aa escape was, Mr. O No 
came every. ‘mealtime and watched 
them while they ate, and examined tho 
cell with the pee thoroughness. 

‘They could hardly ‘blame bim for his 
excessive caution, for his own life 
Sapended on their security. 

part from taking every possible care 
that they did not get pent the fat 
Chinaman treated them kindly enough, 
and the soldiers did not venture to strike 
or jeer them in his presence. 

Yndecd, tho juniors could soe that 
‘Mr. O No was very fer from being a 
stony-hoarted brute like his master, 
tnd that he compassionated them, #0 


far as he could make up his mind to 
compassionate foreign devils, who had 
1n0 business in China. 

‘ood was ample and excellent, which 
was satisfactory to Billy Bunter—at 
least, in its way. 

But since he hed witnessed tho 
Chineso executions, and listened to the 
gold threats of the mandarin, Bunter 
had been in a stato of quivering funk. 

Tf three days passed without the ran- 
som arriving from Canton, the ears of 
the prisoners were to be ‘cut off, and 
sent in a basket to Mr. Wun. 

‘That the mandarin would “keep his 
word, the juniors could not doubt. Ho 
would keep them alive till Ferrers 
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Like peas in 2 pod aro 
‘the two cousins Todd. 
‘But the quaintest of ’em 
Ss Alonzo, who this week 
‘comes under the facsle 
pen of our clever Grey- 


friars rhymester. 
Y worthy, respected, benceotent, 
‘And highly esteemed Uncle 
Dens 
Never "miserly, mean, or 
‘malevolent, 


But one of the kindest of men. 
T write with a heart overflowing 
(Ay fountain-pen overfiows, 100), 
But pardon the blots I'm bestowing 
Upon this epistle to you. 


‘The fifty-page letter you sent me 
Has taken me weeks to digests 
The volume of verses you lent me 
Talso devoured with much zeet. 
And when I recited a sonnet 
Hy schoolfetiows went into shrieks; 
But the “Ode to a Grandmothir's 
Bonnet” 
Brought passionate tears to my cheeks. 


You sent me a splendid protector 
To cover my frait littte chest, 
And banish for ever the epectre 
Of whooping-eough, flu, and the rest. 
The weather ts frigid and. freezing, 
For summer és now on the shelf; 
But chile others are snorting and 
anecting— 
Way, I shalt be fitness itselft 


Locke came; but with tho loss of their 


ears. 


‘Hope was dying in their breasts. 

Where was Ferrers Locke? 

Not discovered and taken, for they 
wero sure that they would have heard 
had the Baker Strect detective fallen 
into the hands of tho mandarin. His 
death by torture would havo followed, 
‘and somo news of it would have reached 
them. Indeed, it was more likely than 
tot that the cruel mandarin would have 
forced them to witness it. 

Locke had not been discovered; thoy 
were aure of that, and suro that he was 
in Pan-shan. But the task before him 


was too terribly dificult. Ferrers 


v 


Locke was the man to do all that could 
be done; but he could not work 
miracles. 

It was evening now, and tho sun was 
seiting over Panshan, 

Wharton and Bob were gazing from 
the slits in tho paper window. Many 
times they had tried their strength on 
the bars, bat the thick, hard wood was 
immovable. Tho door, of massive toak, 
was bolted outside. 

‘The garden, high-walled on every 
sido, was solitary, savo for a dingy, 
blucclad figure that clipped the trees 
‘and shrubs. Each day they had seen 


tho gardener there for a few hours, but 
ho had never approached near their 


You sent me the sum of tio guineas, 
7 gasped at my wonderful luck; 

But did not behave like the ninnies 
Who spend all their substance on tuck, 

1 did not adjourn t0.0 eookshop, 
Whither Bunter advised me to, trots 

But bought, at an excellent bookshop, 
The Works of Professor 7, Rott. 


You ask me how 1 am progressing; 
My studies are going quite well; 
Butt have some rather distressing 

And sad énformation to tell, 
I played in a fierce footbalt twasle, 
And kicked a fine goat, to my 
“You champion chump!” 
Russe. 
“You've, 
sider” 


ide 
cated 


‘scored for the opposite 


My echoolfetlows collared and clumped 


me, 
Their faces with fury aftre: 
And when they had banged me and 
1 pen eet tyret 
lt tike a very flat tyre 
But enough of my own tributations, 
T didn't intend to 90 on so; 
My Love to von, best of relations 
Your affectionate nephew, ALONZO. 


prison, Once, to break the monotony, 
Bob Cherry had eatled to him from tho 
window, and tho man had stared round, 
and immediately hastened away as if 
terrified at having even heard the voice 
of the foreign devil. 

There was a clang of a gate, and O 
No and the soldiers eamo into tho gar- 
den from ths courtyard beyond, with 
coolies carrying tho evening rice for 
tho “[prioners. ‘The gardener dis 
appeared 

‘The door was opened: the howls of 
food brought in. 

‘Outside ‘the soldiors stood with bara 
swords. © No entered tho room, and 
made his usval examination, 

“Wo're still here, Mr. 0.” said Bob, 
with a faint grin. 

Tas Magxer Lipeanr- 


ta 


O.No omiled, 
“That is a truth word, © honourable 

pno!” he answered. “For if 3 

Aonger here, I also, should 

swith my ancestors 

jock. “For if 

head would 


ware no 
on bit 
sag te 


be 


struck from’ the 


i 
sareful, all the same.” 
‘Tho ‘Chinese grinned. 

“These soldiers,” ho said, “under- 
stand no English, to I may speak words 
that would cost_mo my. life if) they 
reached the magnificent ears of 
Wang. You aro forcign devils; but 1 
Pity you in my heart. For, aftor all, 
You aro but boys, and you havo had 
no hand in the wrongs that have been 
heaped on my country. It was to help 
a Chinese that you camo to China.” 

“That is so,” said Harry.“ And wo 
should have started back to Zingland by 
this timo, if we bad boon fr0e. Lol 
here, Mr. 0 No”—ho paused 2 momont 
—"fr, Wun would pay a heavy ran- 
som for us, if be believed we should 
bo sont back sefe, but ‘Tang Wang 
would not keep faith.” 

“The jade-like great ono disdains to 
keep faith “with foroign devils, oF 


devi 

“But Mr. Wan is ri 
“Ho would reward any 
tus out of this.” 

‘A look of fear camo over © No's 
sho understood the drift of 
Junior's words. 

Ho mado Wharton a, siga to bo silent. 
“Say nothing piore,” said O No. 
tromblo to hear such words, lest tho 
birds of tho ait should carry them (0 
my mastor “What is. my fifo in’ his 

‘eyes? Nothing.” 

‘And Q No, without another word, 
Joft tho juniots more hastily than usual, 
and tho door was bolted on thom again. 

“Tho jolly old) mandarin knows how 
to keop his neople in order,” said Bob, 
with o rucful grin, “I've no doubt 
that that eportsman’s nappor would be 
whiskod off like Chong's, if we got 
away.” 

“No doubt at all,” said Harry. 

“‘That won't stop’ us getting away, if 
wo get an earthly,” suid Bob. “But 1 
shall fool rather sorry for poor old O 
No when wo're gone. He's beon decent 
to us, in bis way.” Tle grinned. “I 
know, what 1 should jolly well do in 
© No's placo if he found thia cell empty 
tom time, I should jolly well wring 
old Tang Wang's neck before he had 
time to give the ordor, ‘nappers off ° 
Bur the “old ogee soem to avo got 
them all. seared. stiff.” 

‘Tho juniors ato their evening rice; 
but Billy Bunter ato moro slowly than 
tual, 


faco 
the 


Even Bunter's appetite seomed to be 
failing him a little now that ho under- 
stood, at last, tho “reality” of 
situation. 

“Ono more day, you fellows,” he said 


dismally. “IT wonder whother old 
‘Won will play up?” 

“Let's hopo for tho best,” said 
Hlarry, 


“errors Locke ought to have dono 
fomething for us,” grumbled Bunter. 
“Ho ougiit to get help from somewhero 
and rescue us.. I'vo read that an army 
twas sent to Pekin once when the Lega- 
tions were bosioged, and they gave the 
Chinks toco. And that was only to 
rave a lot of cackling ambassadors and 
things. And they'to leaving us hero.” 
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should escape, the y 


se who make frionds with foreign di 


the might have 


“We can't expect China to bo in- 


vaded on our account,” said Berry, usual 


with a faint emile. “Besides, times 
have changed, and that sort of thing 
isn’t possible now. But we're not dead 


ot 
Bunter felt a fat ear tenderly with 
his fat fingers. 

From what, 1 can. mako out, that 
awful villain Tai is going 
ot off an car from each of Ss, if he 


can’t screw the money out of old'Wun,” bad 


he said. “One car cach, from what'I 
make out.” 
“I think so,” ssid Harry. 


“Well, that ‘moans sending three ears 


to Canton,” said Bunter thoughtfully. the 


“Do you suppose that the old brute 
is particular to which cars they are?” 

“Eh? I suppose not.” 

“What I mean is he might chop both 
yous oars, Wharton,” 

“And ong of Bob's instead of any of 
mino—see t” 

he 

“If you're going to lose one ear, you 


may 43 well lose two,” argued Buntor. 
“If you asked ‘Tang Wang, es @ special 
favour, lic might be ratished with both 


ead of one of yours and one 


Whatton gazed at him. 
"So long os he sends three ears, 1 
say ie will bo satiaGed. Hie can’t 
foe ‘tom hey belong to~see?” 
"my hat? : 
“Alter ail, you'd Jook @ bit lopsided 
ith one ear lett on. said Bunter” Bo 
‘go, you'd really er. 
looking with boih off, instead of one 
licking ‘on after the ‘other had gono. 
Tho fact is, T'm reall 


suggestion.” 
‘ou fat toad 
“Oh, really, Wharton, I hope you're 
junter 


not going tobe selfish!” said 


anxiously. “Most likely © No will be 
igiven the job of shearing off the ears, 
gegd-tempared chap, and 


Wharton. - 
“If you're going 

sclfish—" ‘ 
“What about asking him to ni 

both sours, instead of any of 

ton’st™ asked Bob Chorry. 


to bo 


boastly 
off 


Bunter gave a jump. 
“7 sag, don't bo a silly idiot!” he 
ejaculated. “That's rot, of course! T 


say, Wharton——” 

*Oh, shut up!” 

“Woll, what about you, Bob? You're 
not such a selfish beast Tharton—” 

“Tr jolly well ann, ee Bob 
emphatically. “You're v7 in 
nor frighttully eelfsh, old fat bean. Tm 
sticking to all the ears I can keep, I 
can tell you.” : : 

‘Bunter granted, and finished his rice. 

‘Tt was barely possible that Mr. O Ni 
to euch & request, 


had it been made. But evidently it was 

not going to be made. In the matter 

‘of cars, Bunter had only solfishness to 

‘expect from his fellow-prisonera. | It was 
uite a bright idea of Bunter's; but 
jere was nothing doing! 


‘THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
tion, Billy Bunter grected tho 


Hope! 
‘Oo 
dawa of another dai 


H lor” 
With that dismal exclama- 

‘The sun roto brightly ovor the city 
af Pectios tn Gree aed socke, 


thinking Tore Ch 
I of you than of mysolf in making this 


hare at 
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swarms of Chinese went sbout their 
1 noisy business. 
In the Hittlo room that looked on the 
walled garden, the light of day brought 
‘no hope to three heavy hearts. 
_Another night had passed; and many 
times Wharlon and Bob bad awakened, 
loping against hoy at some eign 
would reach them from Ferrers Locke. 
In the silence of the night, the gong of 
8 Chineso watchman going hie rounds 
reached their ears; and from ar 
other direction, an outburst of crackers. 
But that was sll. From Ferrors Locke, 
19 eign, i 
“The face of O No, when be came in 


morning with’ the coolies who 
brought the food, was graye. 
“It in tho third dayi” he told the 


juniors, “and if by the morning light 
‘on the’ morrow, word oomes not from 
Wan Ghung Laing, T have my, order: 
And though you ‘aro foreign devils, 1 
hall sorrow to cut off your ears.” 

“Ow I” groaned Bunter. 

“We cannot help ourselves.” sai 
Harry, in a low voice, “But if thi 
done," Tang Wang will mot excape 
punishment 


O.No amile 


oe 


reatoess is far 
the said. “Evon 
h rd who in powerful in Kwang: 
si feare him. ‘Tho rds of the 


North he despises, The government of 

Canton nothing to him. Even the 

lish at Hong’ Kong cannot ako 
will of Tang We 


1 
is Jaw; and if great sums of money do 
ot reach him to-morrow when ‘ho rites, 
‘an ear will be taken from each of your 
honourable heads, to be sent to Wun 


ung Lung, | And doubtless then the 
ransom will bo 
After the usual walk in the garden, 


‘and the batho in. tho pool, thy Juniors 
were shut up again. “ 

Bunter rolled on tho kang, and tried 
to sleep. But sleep, which usually 
came 60 easily to the Owl of the Remove, 
‘was slow in coming now. 

“You fellows ought to bo ablo to do 
something!” he groaned. 

“What can we do?” asked Harry 


even if it, was maths!” groaned Dunter. 

“There's a day yotl” said Bob 
Cherry. “Lots of things, may happen 
in a day, old fat bean. Somebody may 


‘wring that beastly mandarin’s neck, 
roan | 

‘Never sy dio, old thing.” 

Groan! 

Billy, Bunter groaned himself to sleep 
as the hot day wore on. In tho garden, 
shimmering sunlight fell; and in th 
afternoon, the juniors saw the blue 
clad figure of a gardener creeping 
‘among the shrubs, with some sort of 
shears in big hand. : 

‘They watched him idly, from the slits 
in the paper window: not because he 
had any interest for them, but for want 
of anything else to do, ' Precious as 
the minutos wero that intervened 
betwagn them and « terrible fate, they 
passed slowly. 

“That's & new gardener,” Bob 
remarked. In the monotony ‘of their 
imprisonment, even such a trifle 
engaged attention. 

{Is it?” said Harry carelessly. 

“Yes; the other man bed a groy 
beard, and this johony’s is black. 
say, what is he up to?” added Bob 


ou . 
‘For sotse time, the gardener had been 


EVERY SATURDAY 


runing and weeding, occastonally 
king about the garden, and onco of 

twice ‘his glance had rested on the 

window of the juniors’ prison-room. 

Now he had approached nearer, and 
stopped om the sanded path that led 
from the courtyard gate, across the 
little garden, to the prison door. 

Stooping on the path, he traced with 
his shears in the loose sand. 

‘Other windows, from a distance, ov. 
Jooked tho welled gardens and anyone 
whose glance had chanced to fall on the 
gardener, would have cupposed that be 
was weeding the path, 

But the two juniors, 
staring from the 
window only ten or 
Erelve feet from him, 
saw him trace in the 
eand two upright 

rokes, joined by a 
middie’ bar; which 
represented, It it had 
any. meaning at all 
the letter H. 

‘They stared at it, 
and exchanged a 
startled look. 

“Is the man potty?” 


breathed Bob. “TE 
not, what can it 
mein? A Chinaman 
tracing English letters 
inthe sand——” 

“He's rubbing it 
out!” said Hany. 

ut Picea 

Goodness knows.” 
The Chinese 
ardoner with the 


lack beard smoothed 
out the sand, traced 
again with tho shears 
This timo it was « 
circle, 0, 
‘Tho juniors watebodt 
him breathlessly, 
ho smoothed out the 
sand again, Was it 
signal for their eyes? 
fow could it bo— 

concern could 
‘Tang Wong's 
ble gardeners 
havo with them? Tho 
former gardener, thoy 
romombered, ‘ha d 
feared to como near 
thom or hear their voices. ‘This man 
could have no more concern with them 
than the other. Yet twice he had traced 
letters of the Roman alphabet in the 
sand. 


what 


it, 
the door.” ; 

“Ho could not come to the door with- 
‘out boing seen.” Wharton’s voice was 
husky with excitement. “Look! Look 

‘The ‘sand. onco more smoothed out, 
tho blue-clad bearded man was tracing 
‘© fourth English lettor. ‘This time it 
wag tho letter E. a 2 

“Hope?” eaid Harry, in a whisper. 

‘As if his task was done, the gardener 
smoothed the sand for tho last time, 
and hurried away to a distant part of 
tho garden, ears 

‘The two Greyfriars juniors looked 
‘at one another. 

“They were breathing hard. 

Clearly, unmistakably. the man had 
traced the word “HOPE,” letter after 
lettor, under their eyes; and they knew 
that ho had secn them’ at tho window. 
It could not bo other thane messago to 

j and it could only come from 
Ferrers Locke. 


As the sentry approached the crouching Mgures under the wall, Ferrers Locke sprang upon him, and 


Ww 


the heavy butt of his revolver crashed down on the man s head 1 


“My only hat!” breathed Bob, his 
vce gleaming. 
harton’s heart was throbbing almost 
to suffocation. Despair was yery near 
imprisoned juniors, when that 
message camo to renew hope in 
earts, 
from Locke!" whispered Bob. 
in Panshan, as we supposed. 
Nobody but Locke could havo sent us 
that message. I suppose he must hav: 
bribed the gardener, ond taught him 
how to make the letters.” 

‘Harry Wharton nodded. 

Ho could think of no other explana 
tion of the amazing incident. 

“We ought to let him know wo under- 
stand!” muttered Bob, “Ile may have 
tomething more to tell us." 

“Careful!” breathed Wharton. “If 
Locke has bribed him to do this, ho 
swould be tortured to death if he were 
found out. ll choro my hand through 
the window next timo he comes near. 
‘That will let him know.” 

“He knows wo saw him.” said Bob. 
“I noticed him looking this way a lot 
gf times before ho traced the letters. 
Ho knew we wero looking out of tho 

‘They watched, their hearts thumping. 
‘That mescage traced in the sand on the 
path had given them new life. It could 
only come from Ferrers Locke; and it 


could onl 
Siscovere 
and was planning to help them. 


mean that the dotective had 
whore they were imprisoned, 
only help camo. in time—beforo tho 
dayen of another day! 

Tt was e long time before tho blue- 
clad figure of the gardener came an: 
whero ‘near their prison again. Evic 
dontly he was aware that other eyes 
might fall upon hitn, and what his Tato 
would be if tho Mandarin’s guards dis. 
covered his game, 

But after a long and weary hour, the 
dingy fguro in blue came weeding slong 
the path again; and Wharton, scvin; 
his eyes fixed on tho window, thrust hi 
hand through a slit in a paper pan 
for n moment, as @ sign. 
it the noxt moment, and watched 
saw tho gardener nod. 

It wag the briefest of nods, but it was 


Ho withdrow 
ite 


perceptible. And it made strange 
thoughts race through the minds of the 
funiors, 

For the Chinaman shakes his head 
in assent; the nod is o 
European sign. 

Bob gripped Wharton’s arm. 

“lt can’t be!” he breathed. “It 


can’t |” 
“Tt can't" muttered Wharton. 
Tho samo thonght was in both theic 
minds, With feverish eagernoss_ they 
‘Toe Magner Liprany.—No. 1,185. 


Trtehed the gordon. Hp was trading 
pe 
tethers it 


Without looking towards the juniors, 
apparently unoonscious of them, the 
man in blup cotton smoothed the sand 
and traced “R.A minute later he had 
tracod the fetter “"L." ‘Then he moved 
away again and diseppeared, 

“T BLU" said Bob blankly. | 

“1,” Forrera Locke!” whispered 
Whatton. 

“Oh crumbs 1” 


to Hung, tho beggar, or to Ferrers 
Locke, the dotective of Bakor Street. 
But. they know that it wes he. The 
initials could moan nothing else. 

“Ferrers Looke!" said Bob, below his 
breath, "Xt must bo—it' must!” God 

less him !"" 

‘Dhey watched again. From Bunter 
stretched on the kang, forgetful 
torrors in sleep, camo a steady snoring. 
‘Tho juniors wero glad that he was 
asleep. Bunter was not to be trusted 
with  egeret upon which all the 
depended. Ono careless word, 
‘out in @ moment of torror, would have 
sacrificed Ferrers Locke's life and their 
‘own chances of escape. Such « secret 
could not be too carefully guarded. 

For a long timo the gardener 
remained out of sight. But ho sppoared 
on the sandy path again at last. Ag 
Wharton thrust out a hand for 
moment oa a sign th 
watch, Again the gar 
tho sind, first, an upright stroke, thon 
tho figure "2. 

“Twelve” whispered Bob. 

Tio letters, followed 


rf 


a 


and an 


He was gone tor good this time. 
‘The juniors still watched from the 
Tr The gabe vemeincd shat until 
Speer. tema 
some time later, when O No entered, 
with the coolies, Dearing the boris of 
food for evening “rice,” followed by 
the usual pert ot soldiers. 
«Ferrers for they were sure that 
it wae Ferrers Locke—Wss gone, He had 
left “midnight” as his message, Was 
‘it midnight that very cight—in time to 
save them-—that he meant? ‘They hoped 
and it scomea feirly certeia thet 
sr's0. ‘The pretended gardener bad 
risked so much in telling them as much 
as he had told them; a longer message 
might have spelled detection. Even as 
it was, tho juniors trembled to think 
that he might have been observed by 
prying eyes from other windows. 
Nother was Uksly to glen thet sis 
‘It was difficult for the prisoners to 
conceal that new hope had been born in 
img hearts when 2 Beene in with 
the ev rice. But were very 
careful to betray nothing. 
Boater, knowing nothing, was groan- 
ing diemally, which was just a well, in 
the ‘clreumstances, "ONo. could. not 


lo 
doubt that Bunter, at least, was in « 
Stato of palpitating’droad at the it 
of the morrow. And Wharton and Bob 


Cherry assumed the longest faces they 
could while they were under the eyes 
of, the fat Chinaman, 

“Any message, from Mr. Wun, ot 
Canton?” asked Harry. 

‘The question was intended to give 
Mr. 0 No the impression that the 
risoners wore relying solely upon Mr. 


un, 
“None,” said Q No. “But take 
courage, honourable ones, s message 
may reach the golden cars of Tang 
Wang in the morning. And if the silver 
shoce are paid to my great and magnifi 
‘cent master, then your estimable care 
All be spared.” 
“Ow I" groaned Bunter. 
O No gare tho wretched Owl a com- 
passionate glance. He left the prison 
Toom, the door was bolted, and from the 
window, in the deepening eunect, the 
juniors ‘watched bim, leave tho garden 
‘vith the soldiers behind him, ‘The gate 
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‘on the courtyard closed, and they wore 


Bob Cherry made a grimace. 

“Pm sorry for that chap, if we pull 
it off !”' he muttered. “He's been decent 
to us—ho's « decent Chink. But—" 

“But we can't hang on here to be 
cut to pieces to save O No's head |” said 
Harry, with « faint smile. 

“No fear! He looked sorry for us— 
‘and I’m dashed if I don’t feel sorry for 
him. No sleep to-night, old bean!” 

“Not likely!” 

“I say, you fellows, what ere you 
mumbling ~ about?” ‘grunted Billy 
Bunter. “I say, this grub is good! 
But I seom to be losing my sppetive! 1 
say, I shan’t be able to stand tt to-mor- 
row! I simply can't, you know!” 

‘Wharton fooked at Bob, and Bob 
gave anod. The captain of the Remove 
approached close to Bunter and whit 
pered. They had received their last 
visit for the night, and there was 
little danger now of Bunter babbling 
out the secret; and it would have been 
cruel to leave him without comfort, 

“Don't say 8 word!" breathed 
Wharton into a fat car. “But there's 
& chanes to-night—a chance of escape |” 

“Ob!” gaspod Bunter, 

His round eyes opened wide behind 
his spectacles. 

“How do know?" ho gasped. 

“Never mind that. There's a chance 
—s good chance! We'll wake ia up 
when the timo comes, and with good 
luck we'll get clear of these Chinks!” 

“Sure?!” asked Bunter. 


sell TH stay awa 
“I can’t sloop, you kno 
able to closo my eyes a minuto, 

Bunter proved to be mistaken on that 
point. Perhaps the ronewtd hope of 
eecape helped him, At all events, ho 
was fast asloep soon after sunset ‘and 
his snore rumbled out. into tho starlit, 


" said Bunter. 
T shan’t be 


jardon. But Harry Wharton and Bob 
herry, watching end waiting with 
beating hearts, did not closo thoir eyse, 
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
On the Canai! 


RANK NUGENT, shading hie 
‘ever with his big bamboo, het, 
Biood ou tho deck ofthe din 
Sompan and stared at 

whito walls in the far distance, glentn 

ing in the sin. 

“Johnny Bull and Hurteo Jamact Ram 

Bingh followed his gaze. 

‘Standing among "a litter of ropes, 
packed goods, gatbage and odds and 
ends, on tho dirty deck of the sampan, 
the Greyfriars juniors looked like any” 
thing but. what they sere. 

Burnt. by the hot sun—etill hot in 
South China when it was damp autumn 
in less favoured lands —dingy {rom hend 
to foot, ring, on a grimy cratt, they 
igoked Ifke a ‘crow of young codlioe— 
older, however, than thoir age. Many 
eyes had fallen on the sampan on the 

UD, seing only three dingy coolies 
and a balfcaste from Hong Kong oF 
Macao. ' 

‘Now the walls of Pan-aban rose in the 
distance, over tho plain head. It was 
the third day of their journoy, and it 


was drawing to a close. 
Bohind the high walls of the city the 
sun waa sotting in a blazo of gold and 


purple. Tt 


hone in tho eyes of the 
piniors as they gazed towards the high: 
Walled town, e 


Wun Lun; vice came softly. 
hat Bes siast Boat ety belong 
‘Tang Wang.” 

Frank Nugent drew a deep breath. 


EVERY SATURDAY 
nai Mieire, got through this far, any- 


We've been lucky,” seid Johnoy 


Bull, 
“The luckfulness has been terrific,” 
remarked Hurree Singh. “But for the 


ragged and tattered figures, in the rem- 
nants of Chinese military uniforms, 
stood there, waving to them. 
“Soldiers again!” muttered Frank. 
“Deserters, I fancy!” said Johnny 
Bull, “We've scen a good many of that 


esteemed Wun Lung we should not have sort.’ 


ot throughtully.” 
Svan Ling smiled, 

Without tho Chinese junior, the other 
fellows had soon learned that they had 
no chance. Four or five times guards oF 
soldiers along the river and canals had 
Stopped and questioned them. But each 

re Wun Lung hed déno the talking, 
tho other fellows keeping husy about the 
boat. Certainly, those who guestioned 
them had no suspicion; but they would 
have been’ very quickly suspicious hed 
not prompt answers "been given in 
Chinewos 

Had. they discovored. that “ 
ovis" ete going up into the 
in the guise of Chinese, the soldiers ecr- 
tainly ‘world have ‘arrested. the party 
fand held them for inquiry—which would 
have been the end of the attempt at 
rescue, 

‘And when they were out of Kwang- 
tung, and in Kwangrsi, on the waters of 
the 'Sikiang, they were within the 
rogion of ‘Tang Wong's power; and 
alter that, arrest would not havo meant 
a rely delay—it would havo meant 

ath. 


‘But Wan Lun 
fertile gi 
every time, 80 far 
concerned. 


But thoro were other dangors on 
Chinoso rivers, A ready tonguo, and a 


mall bribe might satisfy officials, But 
on tho banks, in lonely places, were 
on tho river’ itself, 


gangs of robbers; 
pans manned. b 


y rough crews, some- 
fumes traders and sometimes pirates, 
according to opportunity. Moro than 
fone narrow escape tho juniors had had 
from lawless rogues of tho river, 

Now they were, at last, ia tho Pan- 
shan canal, floating on lazily with & 
wind behind tho mat sail. 

Tho city was still distant; it was 
doubtful if they would reach ‘it before 
tho aun sot. And at dark, as they knew, 
the gates wero closed, as’in alll Chinose 
cities, If they did not arrive bofore tho 
rod lamp barned out, in the guard-house, 
thoy would bo shut ‘out for the night. 

“So that's Tang Wang's city!” said 
Johony Bull, in a low voice; and his 
brow was thoughtful under its stain and 
tan and grime. 

‘All the juniors looked grave enough. 

At sight of tho city the enormous dif 
culty of their task scemed to rush into 
their minds more clearly than 
before, 

Doubtless, unrecognisable as they 
wero, and with the aid of Won Lung’s 
glib ‘tongue, they would be allowed to 
enter the city by the water-gate, and 
moor among the innumerable craft 
within the walls. 

But then? ‘Then would begin the task 
‘of finding and rescuing the prisonors—a. 
task in which, so far as they could tell, 
even Ferrers Locke had not succeeded. 

‘But it was useless to think of difficul- 
ties when they were determined to go 
ahead, difficulties or not. Luck and 
pluck had served them well so far, and 
might serve them to the end. 

“Get on with it!” said Fre 

And after that long stare at the 
distant aity, tho erow of tho Honourable 
and Benarolsee rane took to the ee 
poles, an @ sampen a 
canal, ‘assisting the slow progress of the 
sail. 

‘A voico hailed them from the benk, 
and thoy looked round quickly. Three 


“Velly tine!” murmured Wan Lung. 
“They lun away flom army—no likee too 
much plenty fghtce.”” 

Tho juniors had seen more than one 
gang of such deserters; poor wretches 
most of them, who had been kicked into 
one army or another, and had scuttled 
gut again at tho ‘first opportunity. 
Sometimes they wero beggars, somo- 
times they were robbers, sometimes both. 
But this especial bunch looked too 
desperate for the juniors to come into 
contact with them if they could help it. 
‘They poled on hurriedly. 

‘The three Chinese followed them along 
tho bank of the canal, shouting in 
threatening tones, 


A LAUGH A DAY KEEPS THE 
DOCTOR AWAY! 


Haveli « ponssle, fie wide 
ALL. Long, of 407, Main Road, 


aan, 431 
sarseeaane rans 
sci 


You turn in the laugh, and I'll 
supply the prize! 


“What arc they saying, Wun Lung?’ 
asked Nugent. 

“Say shooteo, e'posee we no stoppce |” 
answered the Chinese junior calmly. 

“Ob, my hat!” 

“Say wantee go slong Pan-shan! No 


telles tluth. Wantee cuttee thloat blong 
us, takeo boat.” 

“The cutfulness of our estecmed 
throats is their game!” remarked 
‘Hurres Jamset Ram Singh. 

Bang! 


Only ono of the Chinese deserters had 
retained his rifle. He fired it into the 
‘sampan, missing the nearest of the crew 
by 8 couplo of yards, following up tho 
shot with a threatening shout. 

Johnny Bull grasped the revolver that 
war buckled tov belt under his ragged 
cotton tunie. His eyes gleamed. 

But tho soldier did not fire again. 
Possibly he had expended bis last cart- 
ridge. "Ho laid the rifle down, and after 
a few words to his comrades, plunged 
into the canal. 


a 


‘The other two followed him, and they 
swam rapidly towards tho sampan, 

“Look out!” breathod Nugent, 

‘There was no escaping the attack; the 
slow, lumbering sampan had no chanco 
of out-distancing tho swimmers. In a 
few minutes the three soldiers wero 
alongside, and striving to clamber on 
board. Tho ferocious glaring of their 
slanting eyes told what the fate of tho 
erew would be, if the sampan fell into 
the hands of the desperate outeasts, 

Crash camo Johnny Bull’s pole, on 
the head of one of the Chineso, and the 
man let go his hold on tho sampan, and 
floated away down the canel, struggling 
fecbly. 

Nugent and Hurree Singh drove their 
poles, together, against the chest and 
heck ‘of another, and hurled him off 

Tho third—tho man who had fired— 
dodged a thrust of Wan Lung’s pole, 
and leaped on the sampan, 

With a long knife in, his hand, and 

tigerish ferocity in his face, he rushed 
at the juniors, 
_ Johuny Bull swung his pole round just 
in time, to entangle it in the Chinamin's 
Joga, and the ruffian staggered and fell 
‘on tho deck. 

In another moment he would have 


sung’ 
and il 
he 


succeeded in 
scrambling ashore, and wera alrcudy dis 
appearing in the falling dusk. 

Wun Lun 


tho man 


“This feller plenty kill” he re- 
marked, with true Chinoso indifference. 
“Tinkoo he betteo go along wate,” 

‘And without asking the other fellows 
for aid, Wun Lung tilted tho body over 
tho side, and it splashed into the canal. 
In a fow moments it disappeared from, 
sight in tho swirling water astern of the 
sampan. 

“Pets 
breathed 


et_on, for goodness’ sake!” 
lugent. 

And the crew of the Benevolent Crane 
sct to work with tho poles again; and 
the scone of tho tragedy was soon left 


“This is jolly old China!” muttered 
Johnny Bull. | Give me Greyfriars!” 

“Whatho!” said Nugent. 

‘Tho juniors wero well awaro that they 
had escaped narrowly with their lives, 
‘They watched tho dusky banks anxiously 
as tho sampan glided on. ‘Thero wero 
few other craft on the canal; but far 
ahead of them they could sce several 
sampans hurrying to reach the shelter of 
the city before nighttall. "They poled on 
industriousy, 

They could sco tho distant red light 
burning over tho gateway of Pan-shan, 
beside tbo water-gate on the canal. 
When that light failed, the gates would 
bo cloced, and the grille let down across 
the canal. And their eyes turned 
anxiously on the red light from time to 
time as they poled, 

It wont out suddenly, when they were 
not moro than hundred yards from the 
walls. 

‘They poled on; and the sampan glided 
under the archway of the water-gate. 
But the grille had already been lowered; 
Tike am iron porteullis, it barred the 
‘wes, the sharp spikes reaching down to 
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the surface of the water. There was no 
entering Pan-shan that night. 

* Rotten luck!” grunted Johany Bult, 

“Wo waiteo along daylight!” said 
Wan Lung. 

"Thero was nothing else to be done, and 
tho crow of the Honourablo ’ and 
Benevolent Crane backed tl 
out of the dark waters under 
‘and moored to the bank of tho canal 
outside tho wails. ee 

Darkness lay thick on the winding 
canal and the wide plains. Under 
stars, tho juniors sat on the dingy deck 
of tho saimpan, talking in low tones. 
‘Whey had reached their destination ; on 
tho morrow they would bo in Pan-shan, 
And. their thoughts wero with their 
friends, inured within the high walls 
‘that shit them out of the eity. 


THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
‘The Escape from the Yamen ! 
IDNIGHT | ted 
DPE Sanoe ty asa i 
slumber on the kang. Harr 
Wharton and Bob Chierry st 
al tho window, looking out through the 
slit panes inte the ditn starlight of the 
walled garden. 

Kvec since the eun had gone down 

thoy had waited and wateled, with 
suppressed excitement that grow moro 
feverish as tho long, slow hours wore 
away, 
Through tho silence of the 
sounds came occasionally to their ears— 
tho distant echo of a watchman’s gong, 
or some sound from tho yamen. 


But the little walled garden was bef 


Tho 


nt and still. 
glinmor of the stars for Ferrers Locke. 
‘There was only ono gato to the 


watehed in tho 


highsealled garden, that “which gave 
fon to tho courtyard, which, as they had 
‘occupied by 


rdhouso, there, 


i 
topped by h 
dered how ho would come—if 
able to como at all. 
Slowly—slowly “the long bours 
Aragged by. ‘They envied Bunter and 
his happy unconsciousness, but not for 
‘a moment did they dream of closing 
their eyes. . 
Bob Cherry uttered @ sudden ojacula- 


tion. 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” 

‘Tho blue-clad figure of the gardener 
appeared suddenly under the window. 
How he had como, they had not the 
faintest idea, But he was thero, 

‘A faco was pressed to an opening of 
tho wooden bars. A faint whisper 
camo through tho slitted paper panes. 

“You are awako? 

Ie was the voico of Ferrers Locke. 

“Yes, rather!” gasped Rob. 

‘Tho juniors stared in the dim star- 
light at the faco at the window. It 
was yellow, wrinkled, | black-bearded. 
‘They found’ it hard to believe that it 

vas indeed the faco of the Baker Strect 


won: 
was 


“Call Buntor !” 
‘Tho snore rumbling from the prison- 
junter 


room told the detective that 
was sloepi 

Whartor 
wakefulness. 
blinked at him. For onco Bunter 
seemed to havo his fat wits about him; 
and he rolicd off the kang without a 
word. 

‘Thera was @ faint sound at the door. 
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It opened, and a glimmer of starlight 
fell into tho room. It closed again, 
with Ferrers Locke inside the room, in 
tho darkness. 

“Who—who?” breathed Bunter. 

“Quiet! It’s Mr. Locke!" 

“Oh erikey 

‘Thero was 8 moment of silence. ‘The 
prisoners of Pan-shan could almost heer 
their hearts beating. 

‘Thon Forrers Locke's 
heard, low but clear. 

“We must. w few minutes! I 
‘am suro that I was not seen coming 
here—but one cannot be too careful!” 

“Oh crikey!" murrured Bunter. 
“That beast Tong Wang said you were 
in Hong Kong, Mi et 

“Ho bolioves that you aro there, 
trying to raise a force to rescue us, 
Mr, Locke,” said Harry. 

smiled. 


voice was 


‘The Baker Street det 
“AI the better that he should think 
so. Such a plan would have been hope- 
less, of course.” 

“T know! 
hore?” 

“Tt has not been easy,” said Locke, 
“For two days, and most of tho 
I watched tho yamen, as Hun; 
beggar, learning eli L'could. I 

many of tho servants of the 


But how did you get 


mandarin; they did not dream of sus- hi 


ing that they: were speaking with a 
S decir latensd to ibe talk 
of the soldiers. I have wasted. little 
imo, "you biny bo sare. But it, was 
not till I mado the acquaintance of Mr. 
‘fo Sun that I saw light ahead.” 
“To Sunt” repested Bob. 
Ho” had. never’ beard the 
fore. 
‘A’ very unimportant person,” said 
rdener, one. of 


of 


namo 


service of tho 


“‘That was tho 
when wo wero 


fought 

h_a grey beard—” 

‘That is it,” said Locke. 
‘ceased 


“By that 
time I had to be Hung, 
boggar, and hed becomo Li Wing, 
gardener. Tho ‘was easy—any- 
thing can bo bought in a Chinese payne 
shop; and I had taken caro, of course, 
to provide myself with plonty of money. 
Li Wing becamo friendly with To 
Sun—and treated him to opium.” 

‘Oh! murmured Bob. 
‘Wing was ambitious to enter the 
service of the great and glorious ‘Tang 
Wang.” pursued Locke, in tho same 
low, dry tone, “and ss he hed saved 
up money, and was willing to spend it, 
‘Yo Sun was very friendly. Naturally, 
ho never dreamed that I was anything 
but a Chineso gardener; and it was 
not difficult to induce him to spend 6 
day in an opium don, and 
act as his substitute her 

I seer” breathed Wharton. 

“Ho affects to be able to obtain for 
his friend, Li Wing, perroanent service 


How me to si 
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message traced in the sond; but I had 
to warn you what to expect.” 
used a moment. 
ery atrangement 
he added, “but 
when we leave this place we take our 
lives in, our hands.” 


Bunter!” said Ferrera 
“This is no time to bo 


“I-11 ‘ain't afraid” 
Bunter, through his chatterin 
“Oh dear, I wish we were 
Greyfriars” 

“Buck up, old fat mant” said Bob. 

Keep @ stiff upper lip, and we'll pull 
through all right.” 

“Courage is, needed,” said Locke. 
“But, with Tuck, we shall pull through, 
Silence, now!" 

‘The Baker Strect detective stepped to 
the door and opened it a few inches, 
For sororal long minutes ho stood end 
i , and watched tho garden. 
‘Then he stepped out and signed to 
the juniors to follow him, ‘They left 


munibled 
teeth. 
ack at 


the prison-room with, boeting hoarts, 
Locke closed tho door, and silently 
shot the bolts into place, “Tt was left 


Joking 


Wharton with 
Bunter’s fat arm. 

Keeping in tho shadows of trees and 
shrubbery, tho detective led them 
through ‘the garden, and thoy reached 
wall at a considerable distance from 


ed up th 
actively enough, and on reaching 
stone dragon, found that ther rope 
hung, down on tho other sido. ‘Thoy 
slid down it, and waited. 

Locke waited till they wore cloar, 
and then bound the end of the rope 
round Bunter, under the armpits. 

“Keep silent, on your life!” he whis- 


perod. 
“Oh doar!” P 
Locko climbed tho rope, sat astride 
of tho wall, and with a great exertion 
of strength, drew tho Owl of the 
Remove up after him. Bunter clenched 
his tocth to keep them from chattering, 
and somehow kept silent, In the sinowy 
grasp of tho detective he was swung 
over the wall and lowered on the outer 
ide, whore Bob Cherry and Wharton 
him to land. A minuto more 
and Ferrers Locke had thrown down 
both ropes and dropped ligbtly to the 
re 


with the mandarin’ ‘eaid Locke. “In "I'say, you follows—" 
the meantime, he is making use of Li “Silence!” breathed Locke, 
Wing—as he thinks. He is very _ ‘Tho juniors peered about them in the 
cunning, is Mr. To Sun. came here dim starlight. ‘They were in another 
today as cousin, Li Wing; and To garden, more extensive, stretching 
Sun very gladly left me here to do his away towards a high wall in the dis- 
fask, and departed for the epium-house, tance. ‘They guested that it was the 
Suter wall of the great enclosure of 
the yamen. Lakes and bridges, pools 


and streams and artificial “cascades, 


showed that this was the mandarin’s 
gardon—the extensive and magnificent 
garden of @ wealthy Chinese, 

‘They followed Ferrera Locke, by 
winding ways in decp shadow. ' The 
Bigh outer wall was reached at last, 
and they stopped. Locke had knotted 
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gether, with a Ic 
Stone'ends and with 
the skill of a lasso- 
thrower he tossed uy 

the noo an 

caught | an orna- 
montal figure on the 


thicket close, tothe 
wall he drow, a 
rapped bundle. Tho 
juniors looked on in 
gilenco (as ho opened F 
in TE “contained 
threo suits of bluc- 
cotton clothes, and 
theo’ palm-leat hats, 
and threapaira of 
Chinese padded 
shoe: 
“Quick” said 
Locko briefly. 

‘Tho juniors did 
not need telling what 
to do, “Foreign 
devils” could not 
havo passed through 
the streets of Pan- 
shan -unremarked, 
oven at to late an 
hour. “Ferrers Locko 
had thought, of 
everything. — Swiftly 
Bob” Cherry and 
Wharton and Bunter Ml 
donned the Chinese 
clothes, hat d 
thoes. On th 
and | hands Loc! 
smeared a yellowish 

ment, and rubbed \ 
h it’ earth from 
tho garden, ‘Tho 
thro Groyfriars 
juniors wero guickly 
transformed into 
threo dirty-looking 
Chinese, 2 5 
s no time 

breathed 

Locke. 


Wharton and Bob 
Cherry climbed the 
ropo, and Locke fol- 
lowed thom, drawing 
up Bunter as beforo; 
Tho rope was 
gver, the, wall, and 

unter lowered on 
the outer side, the others following 
him fast, Locke, as before, cast I 
the rope and dropped last. It was 
decp drop, and the detective rolled over 
as he landed. Ho was up again in a 
twinkling, and winding the rope round 
his waist ‘under his loote tunic, 

“Hark!” breathed Bob Cherry. 

‘Thoy were, outside tho walls of the 
yamen now, in an open spaco that in- 
fervened between the yamen and the 
nearest street. Here and thero in the 
darkness they caught the glimmer of o 
coloured lantern. From the silence 
camo the sound of a footstep, the steady 
troad of a soldier. 

Bunter gave a faint gurgle. 

“$itenco!” hissed Locko. 

He dragged Bunter back into the 
shadow of the high wall. Bob, and 
Wharton crouched beside him. They 
could hear Locke breathing hard, and 
they knew that there was a weapon in 
his hand, 


Tho steady tramp came on; the figure 
of a Chinese soldier loomed in the dark- 
ness. Evidently the man was @ sentry 
going his rounds, and he had beard 
something, and’ was watchful and 
enspicious, He closoly into ‘the 
sbadows of the wall as he came along. 


ult 
flashed out from under his rot 


‘The juniors felt their hearts almost 
stop beating. Tho man would be pass- 
ing them in a minute moro, and ho 
would percoire the crouching figures 
under the wall. 

‘Thoro was a sudden exclamation from 
the Chinese soldier—or, rather, the 
Deginning of an exclamation. Io had 
seen them. But at the same moment 
Ferrers Locko was upon him from the 
darknees, with the spring of a tiger, and 
the heavy butt of an automatic crashed 
on his head. 

Without 8 sound the soldier sank 
down, Locke catching him as he ‘fell. 
Ho lowered the senseless man into the 

‘shadow of the wall, and stood 
listening. "For a fong ‘minute ke 
listened; but there came no sound, and 
he signed to the juniors to follow him. 


‘THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
By the Water-Gate! 


ERRERS LOCKE said no word, 
and 


in silence 
wed him. Tho few days he 


had spent in Pan-shan had 


evidently well-scquainted Locks with 
the lie of the land. He led without a 
Pause by tortuous, streets and dusky 
alleys, the three juniors at his heels, 


juniors 


ted Crawling at the feet of the Mandarin Tang Wang, O No made a sudden spring, like a tiger, and a blade 


be 1 


Whore tho detective was loading thom 
the juniors did not know. ‘They were 
out of tho vicinity of the mandarin's 
yamen now, but within tho high and 
well-guarded walls of Pan-shan. Every 
gate was closed at sunset, and over 
every gate was a guard-houso full of 
soldiers. 

A glimmer of water in tho starlight 
caught their eyes, 

And then tho juniors divined that it 
was by way of the canal that the Baker 
Streot detective hoped to got out of the 
city. 

Hundrods of sampans were moored 
along the banks, lanterns glimmering 
on a craft here and there, though for 
the most part the boat-dwellers were 
sleeping. 

Under tho dark shadow of the arch 
tho detective Jed, and the juniors 
followed him. He’ stopped at last, 

Tho first thought of tho juniors had 
been that Locke intended to seize a 
sampan and polo down the canal. But 
they sai now that no sampon would be 
of any uso to them. In the middle of 
tho arch across the whole width of the 
ganal and the path adjoining way an 
iron gate. 
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Te wes let down from above like « 
ortcullia in an ancient castle of 
urope, at the samo time that the city 
gates wore closed, ‘Tho iron bars, rusty 
and thick, wero close together, and they 
ended in’ sharp spikes, which touched 
the surface of the water. No boat could 
pass when once that massive iron grille 
was let down, 
‘Listen !” Locke's voico came in 2 
auiet whisper. “We must take to the 
‘water hero—it is the only way !” 

“But—but that gate comes down to 
the water!” gasped Bunter. 

{Wo haye,to dive undor iho grille.” 

h lor" 

Wharton, and sou, Cherry, 
blo" 


ssid the two juniors to- 


“I will take care of Bunter!” said 
Ferrers Locko. 


sake Harry. 4 
“We aball swim some little distance, 
and ifm sampan is at hand wo shall 
i2a it. Sometimes a boat is shut out 
of tho ‘city at night, arriving too late 
to be let in. If we find no sam, 
must land and use our feet, Ye 
ready?” a ' a 
“Quito ready, sir!” gaid Bob, with a 
Seep breath. 
“Go, then,” 
Wharton and Bob 
from the dark path into the shadow 
water, ‘Thoy ‘heard a faint. squeal 
behind thom ae Ferrers Locke followed 
with Bunter. 
In s few minutes the two juniors 
ached the, gate ef oben "ironwork, 
ey grasped it, and, holding on to tho 
ottont apites, forced themssives under 
‘wator, oyes und mouths shut, In a few 


slipped together 


moments they roso on the othe Qf 
the grillo, and hold on to tho iron bers 
and oross: 


ws piece. 
A shadow loomed on tho water, 
through the close bars. Ferrers Locke 
hhad ronched the grille, supporting and 
Propolling Bunter, 

“Now, Bunter, sbut your mouth and 
eyes!” the juniors hoard him whisper. 

“TT say, itmit's c-ocold !" 

“Do aa toll you.” 

“J say, wait a minutel IAT 
Groooooogh !” Bunter gurgled 
‘as hig head went under. Ferrers Locke: 

med to have no more timo to wait 
for him to finish his remarks. 

‘There waa @ swirling under the iron 
fill then Ferrers Locko's hosd roto 
rom ‘the dark water a fow fect from 
Wharton and Bob. Buntor’s tat faco 


Appeared bos i. 

EGccocoosi |” spluitered Bunter. 
“Silence P” 

“Grooogh! I'ar nearly drowned! 


Lm wot! I'm chook-chook-choked—ow | 


il propelling Bunter, 
swam on down ‘the dark canal. With 
him swam Wharton and Bob. 

‘They passod out of tke shadow of the 
‘erch into the starlight without the walls 
of Pan-shan. 

Locke slowed down. Ho lifted ons 
band fo, pout to a dark shape moored 
‘to the side of the canal, not more than 


© hundred yards from the walle of bor 


Panshar 
“That is a sempan'” he said. “Bloat 
quictly down to it and ‘scramble on 
ard. 
have my hand free for my pistol, in oase 
it is needed.” 
‘Tux Mover Lmzany.—No. 1,185, 
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wildly, 


Give Bunter a hond. I must an 
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Bob and Whe asped ,, “Glory be!” dbortled Johnny Bull. 
Bunter and Hosted human, Perros “Fancy mecting, you fellows!” And 


Locke lifted his waterproof case sbore 
fhe canal, and took bis eutomatio fram 
it, carefully keeping the pistol ebove 
the water a3 ho Hoated on towards the 
moored craft. A few minutes more, and 
they wore closo alongside the dark and 
silent sampan, 


THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Friends Well Met—the Last of Tang 
‘Wang! 


lept 
the deck. At bis whisper the throe of 
them @wakened at once, and rose to 
USSvhat whispored Johony Bull 

“What?” whispered Johnny Bull. 

"Three or four Chinese in tho canal !” 
breathed Nugont. “I've just, spotted 
them! ‘They're coming for us!” 

{Ne sliooteo!” whispered Wun Lung. 
“Soldier felloe heal—comey soe! No 
wanteo askeo too much plenty question.” 
"We can keep thom off with the poles, 
if thoy try to get aboard,” said Nugent. 
“Don't shoot if we can help it.” 

Grasping the poles, tho four juniors 
waited at tho sid of the sampan, watoh- 
ing the dark heads that floated down, 

A figuro rosched the moored boat, 
and a hand was laid on the guowale, 
A voice in Chineso addressed thom, and 
Wun Lung answered in 
tongue. 

Wantee takeo sampan(” Wun Lung 
whispered to his comrades. “Say payee 

snty casheo. Mo telleo that fellos 
‘eepoe off |” 

“Tell him we'll brain bim if he 
doesn’t take bis paw off tho boat!” 
growled Johnny Bull. 

Wun ‘Lung put tho throat into 
Chinese, and the hand was taken from 

‘There’ was a pause. 


is 
stuttered Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh, 
staring over tho side at tho swimmers, 
“‘Who—what—how—" 

‘Their astounded exclamations reached 
rho had placed his 


He gave » sharp 
ejaculation in English, 
“Good heavens!" Is it possi 
It was 4 familiar voioo to the crew of 
tho Honourable and Benevolent Crane 


‘The four juniors dropped the sampan 


you're all rights” 
“Right es rain!” 
“Tsay, you follows—? 
“Good old Bunter! Glad to hoar you 
grunting again,” said Frank. 
Ob, really, Nugent "J aay, have 
you anything ‘eat on this 
his, bar bal 


“Blessed if I see anything to cackle 
atl Tre hardly eaten all day—tost my 
appetite! I'm frightfully hungry!” 


Tons of grub in the cabin,” chuckled 
ape 

On good 1” 

Bunter rolled into the cabin, Hi 


was soon busy with tho proven 
Whilo Bunter’ attended to that 


ine 
ortant matter, Ferrers Locke unmoored 


"He wasted no timo in 


ssmpan 
band wiclded a pole, end tly tl 
Gidea amas, “ond, tho high’ walle of 

an-shan, glimmering in tho starlight, 
dropped ut of sight behind them. 

‘Without a rest, they poled on throug 
the night and the next day, gliding 
fartber and fartlice away from the city 
of death, 


‘Tho bright sun that shone down on 
the crow 


the Honourable and Benevo- 


And this time, with tho soldi 


rs, came 
the grim-feced exeoutioner with his 


knife, For no ransom had como from 
Mr. Wun, and tho mandarin’s savage 
throat was to bo carried out. ‘There was 
cloud on O No's fat {a00, ‘Tho fat 
Chinaman did not like his taaky though 
ho did ‘not dream of disobeying the 
orders of his magnificent and jade-like 
master. 


But, as ho opened the prison door and 
ooked into the call the fa00 of O No 
grow more clouded still, and haunting 
Terror came into his slanting eyes. 

For the cell was empty | 

For a full minute O No stared into 
the ompty room.. He found the door 
bolted as ho had left. it tho evening 
before, the window safely barred; ys 
the fofeign devils were gone. Whother 
fe’was by the magio of the forei 
dovila, as seomed probable to Mr. O No, 


hung over the side, extend. 5d 


ng their bands to the ‘swimmers. 
‘Harry, are sou there?” broathed 

Nugent 
“Giddy wonders will never cease!” 
chuckled Bob Cherry. 

gard the susipan. Billy Bunter se dows, 
sam oat 
gasping, in a pool of water. The other 
fellows, amazed and overjosed by the 
unozpected meeting, fit beget uae 


“This is corking !” said Bob. 
“The corkfulness is preposterous I” 
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 


any explanation, be 
fers and tho execu 
toner back to the courtyard, and 
Gireoted them to wait there. They, at 
yet, knew nothing of the eseapo; that 
was _O No's own seoret so far. And, 
Teaving them in tho courtyard, O No 
passed into the yamen. 

Bohind his impassive, mask-like f200, 
his thoughts were racing. Escape from 


(Continued on page 28.) 


START READING THIS STIRRING SOCCER YARN TO-DAY, BOYS! 


UP, THE ROVERS! 


By JOHN BREARLEY. 


‘The Finger of Suspicion 1 
HE olicitor's audience 
he oom grew curiously 


asped ; 
uahed. 


T 


“Putchore seoms a. big: mystery here 
that must “be cleared!” ho. ehid in 


“TY have scented 


clear, metallic tones. 
ing through 


it for some, days past in 
ut father’s affairs. Perhaps I should 
run this inquiry differently ; but 
I'vanted to find out—" He shrugged. 
“Well, ‘no matter. Sit down, James, 
and listen carefully.” 

In a sort of daze, Jimmy fell back 
into his seat and crossed his legs, while 
Philip and ‘Tony Brenoan leaned 
Forward, all attention. Sylvester tapped 
his paper on the desk. 

“First, I have very serious news for 
you, I'm afraid. I must tell you—and 
I regret it terribly—that your father, 
iny old friend, left scarcely a penny in 
the bank! His losses daring the past 
five years havo been very big indeed— 
chiefly through bad football seasons.” 

“Oh! gasped Jimmy dully, under- 
standing now. “Poor old guy’nor 1” 


yh Y 
# and nota 


4 


, 
Scarcely heeding the interruption, 


Sylvester continued: 
“The exact details I will give you 
later, But, frst of all, do you remember 
fetching sour father's books from the 
bank on the day he died!” 

Jimmy nodded. 

“Yes,” Ho sent me over after 
special practico match.” 

Ah! Ho often sent you to the bank, 

I believe—for the hooks or money?” 
“Yes,” answered Jimmy again. 

‘The solicitor pursed bie lips 
“Exactly! Now, to make a long story 
short, as far as can discover, your 
father had just threo thousand pounds 
eft in his eccount before the football 
‘soason commenced. The day before ho 
died he sent an open chequo to the 
bank to be cashed for that very sum. 
‘That money was handed over in Bank 
of England notes of one hundred 
Pounds cach, the nunibers of which T 
ave here, and that, of course, left his 
account einpty save for a few pounds. 
Now"—he paused impressively and 
lifted a finger—“ although 
father’s solicitor, have. searched hi 
effects thoroughly, 1 cannot find either 
those banikbooks "you fetched or the 
three thousand pounds in notes. All 
arg missing!” 

Ho stopped; then, chin in hand, he 
Jeaned farther across the desk. 


the 


@atroduction on page 26.) 


Left in charge of a footer team, 


bean to run it with. Still, 


young Jimmy Brennan is determined 


to CARRY ON! 


So what have you dono with them, 
Janes” 
Tf'a bomb had suddenly burst at his 
fect, Jimmy could not have experienced 
overwhelming. shook, 
ng in hie seat a9 the meaning 
of tho words ean heme, he gapod at the 
fawyor, too paralysed to answer. 
“tine t he -stammered. eventually. 
“What "have I" dono. with ththres 
thoueand poundst “Why-why ask that 
of mor" 
Leaping to his full height, Henry 
aie Sylvester pounded 
tho desk before him 
sharply. 
“Because,” ho 
snapped. “angrily, 
wiePlwas, you who 
cashed’ the 
cheque 
everything in tho 
office seemed. to 
blir and pwa 
2 before. Jimmy's 
es. Wis. heart 
wo a violent leap, 
fa ufo 
ccling, " erippin 
bis throat,” choked 
ek his words into 
coherent imttor” 
3. To recovered 
hiself suddenly” 
2 bare of scalding 
finger that brow 
in te the ds in 
a inglo stridor 
“Yow — 
mad” "ho 
"I cashed. dad's 


laze 
cheque ! 


harshly, 

What d’you mean?” 
“You moan—you did not cash itt” 
“Of course I didn’t |” shouted Jimmy. 

"This is tho frat T'vo heard of any 


cheau three thousand pounds, 
either ! 

‘The solicitor raked him with another 
Fiercing stare, ‘Then his hand touched 
& desk-bell deliberately 

A clerk put his head round the door. 

“Wilkins, go across to the bank and 
ask Mr. Thurgood, the manager, if he 
can sparo me ten minutes’ conversation 
here, Now, James as tho clerk 
hurried away—" pleaso be calm] When 
Mr. Thurgood comes, you will sco. I 
have good grounds for iy statement 1" 

Philip Brennan sprang to his fect, his 
brown face hard. 

“Hold on # minute, Mr. Sylvester (” 
he snapped decisively. “I don't get 
this. 1'm a blunt man, and, as 1 under- 
stand it at the moment, you are prac- 
tically accusing my nephew of making 
away with three thousand pounds that 
belonged to his father the day before he 
died ! Is that what you're driving ati” 

Sylvester drew himself up coldly. 

“I am not driving at anything, Mr, 
Brennan!” he disdained. “A: 
your tone, sir! The fact re 
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from the estate 


a large sum of mon 
Of ay late friend and client is miss 
gend, as far as I can trace, James here 
$a the only one who has handled that 
eum, It ts my legal duty to account 
fot it, and I repeat that, if you will 
wait a few minutes, you will see my 
reason for this inquiry.” 

‘A heated retort trembled on Philip 
Brennan's lips, but he thought better 
of it and sat down, An eternity of 


ainful waiting elapsed, suring which 
Tony Brennan flared openly and Jimny 
stared blindly before him, heart too 


full for words. Robbing his dad! That 
was what Sylvester moant | 

‘At last tho office door opened and the 
lark re-entered. 

“Mr. Thurgood, sir!” 

Charles Thurgood-—tubby, genial, and 
good-humoured—came Lusiling io at 
once, As befitted his position in the 
Railton Bank, ho was a shrowd, hard 
headed man ia business, but he mado it 
a rule nover to look like one, Fe 
had ever scen him without 
i Jo on his round, pink face, and 
io had been one of James Brennan's 
est-trusted acquaintances in tho littie 
town. Mo brought with bim now 8 
healthy, comforting broere that made 
Jiemy’ pork up intently. With Mr. 
‘Thurgood at hand, ho was sure this 
ghastly cloud would soon be cleared 
vay, and then—his fists clenched—he 
‘would have some words to aay to Mr. 
Henry Sylvoster1 . 

“Good-morning! "Morning, | all!” 
boomed ‘Thurgood, looking quickly at 
the sorious faces around him, "and 
twinkied ‘kindly at) Jimmy. |“ Bale 
Jad! Any trouble? What can I do?” 

Ho took a chair, and Henry Sylvester, 
sitting forward, began to spoak. But 
Bofors he could say a word, Jimmy 
‘on his feet facing him, and his whito 
Tace wworo an exprossion that wiped the 
‘amile from ‘Thurgood’s tips at once and 
made the othors stiffen in their chairs. 
His mouth was 
Tine and und 
eyes blazed i 
immy, Brenni 


his frowning brows two 
@ diamonds. “Young” 
had disappeared, le 


ing i his placo » fiery and doterm 
looking stranger! 

“Malt, a 
“This is my affair, and you're 


Mr. 


ho 


£04 Sylvostor 1” 


cried. 


the 
far as his bank 


at least, ‘as 


account and monoy matters went, you 3; 


Now, this is tho trouble. 
Mr. Sylvester wants to make out that 
‘the day beforo dod died T called at the 
bank and cashed ® chequo signed by 
him for threo thousand pounds—nearly 
all the money he had left! I deny that 
flatly! And the money can’t be 
found 1” 

‘Tho words rang out sharply. For a 
moment the bank manager stered at 
him, and Jimmy stared back, his heart 
thumping wildly. “He had expected Mr. 
‘Thurgood to jump up in instant protest 
and give the tio to the la 
statement. Instead, @ puzzled, uneasy 
look appeared on his friondly face. 

“I don’t understand quite. I hate to 
say it, boy, but I'm a busy man. Have 
‘you brought mo here for 8 joke?” 


‘Mr. 
T cashed dad's cheque 


soarla 
sylvester says 
ioc” 


in @ firm, bloodless #1 


jer’s weird fransfer fos 


“Joke!” gasped Jimmy, _ flushing 
“pont you s00, ‘tir? ee 


‘Tho manager looked at him helplessly. 
sea ag Sheen tas his 
mning reply. x 
Why—why T attended to you 
Because the cashier was out to 
and it was such a large amount, any- 


wag 
Tizomy reeled. 
SYouryou gave me the money?” 
“Why, yes, lad. Thirty hundred. 
pound notes. "The numbers are entered 
ae ledger!” 


his father had died had Jimmy been 
Fed led. A red mist swam before 
hhis eyes, through which ho dimly made 
out the alarmed expressions of his uncle 
and cousin, and Henry Sylvester's lean, 
brooding face. 

“You didn’t—it wasn't me!” he cried 
wildly. “I know nothing about the 
money. Don’t you beliove me? 

Philip Brennan sprang up again. 

“Of course wo beli you, Jimmy |” 
he thundered. “It’s all rot!” 

“Darn rot!” sorted Tony. “What's 


the game, Mr. Sylvester?” 

“Gentlemen—gentlemen{” Charles 
‘Thurgood, smiling no longer, waved 
imploring’ arma. “Bo ealtpleasel 


Let's got to the bottom of this 


mystery 
need quickly !” struck in the lawyer 
stonily. 

Finny strodo forward, his jaw ugly. 

*Yeszyou bet he will,” he stormed. 
“Til “ao to that " Gentlemen "he 
faced them « yoarely, 2 certain dignity 
‘on his young face—L-did not cash that 
cheque: “If Be. ‘Thurgood says I did— 


he's mistaken; someone has imperton- 
safo 


ated me. And that being so, 
guess that the cheque wasn’t 
either. It was a forgery!” 


“But it was from your father's own 
cheque-took, Jimmy” protested ‘Thuf 
. “And though ¢i 


Bee bank isn't 


0 light insido 
good, TH swear it wa 
it, Har 


“X don't, care-it, was forgery” 
Porsisted Jimmy stubboraly. ‘Then 
sudden thought occurred to him. ‘And 
maybe dad's murder is mized up in 

is, I'm going to ice at once 

nodded. 


say is true, boy. 
ponsible. Not, of course, till its proved 
to the hilt!” he concluded hastily. 

‘A ‘thin hand fastened firmly on 


soft 


‘The First Chapters Briefly Retold. 


# 


‘even in that awful moment when in 


Ds 
i London. | Apparentiy, th 
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lost. Mischief has boen dono and we 
must call in the police, Can you come 
at once, Mr. Thurgood!” 

‘The bank manager glanced at his 
watch 

“Wewell,” ho hesitated. “The mis- 
chief's done now'as you sey, and a fow 
minutes will make no difference. Can 
Teng Job at tho police teaticn, cha Td 
long job at, the police station, an: 
like to wait until the bank ‘is closed 
for the dey. Besides, I want to make 

wuiries of the other clerks myself!” 

36 solicitor bow 
“Do you agree, ‘Thon in 
half an hour, Mr. ‘Thurgood, we will all 
£0 ta the police siation together, ‘Thank 
you!” 

‘Tho worried banker hurried out and 

Brennans savk back into their 
chairs again, tho tension in the air ax 
strong as over, 

Unperturbed, however, __ Henry 
Sylvester shuffled his papers agaia, 

“Te soems for a moment wo must 
shelve this unplessant matter!” ho sai 
Quietly. “Rest assured I will do all in 
my power to get it cleared. Bul 
Tames, you, quite realise, I trust, that 
‘until the missing monoy is found, T am 
afraid you are loft penniless, ' Now 

sked whnt you intended 
10 football club and the 


mest 


ghts to the 


as cont a 
tal. Tho Rover Tt mn—with 
Gclermoney? tod bo ail fas root 


should be steadi 
this was a crushing blow. 
But ho did not say 00. 


ied by = good loader, 


Instend—— 
*T ‘must think things over!” he mut. 
tered doggedly, “Bill Nye may think 
ing! 


of something !” 

Sylvester did not answer at once, 
borond a alight lft of his eyebrows, But 
from the pile on his desk, 


1® picked up 
is audience waited tensoly, 

at cnso, I will road this letter 

addressed to me yesterday as your 

father’s executor. is from the 

meny Land and Building Society, of 

iy, thoy. are a new 

Sirm on the look-out for desirable build- 

ing sites; but who their directors aro 


and how bi ‘aro I do nob know— 
yet. I shall make inquiries, In tho 
meantime, they have written making an 
offer to buy up the Rovers" football 
round, lock, atock, and barrel—for 
$5,000, in cash, providing you agreo at 
‘once I” 
to blazeal” he 
“Jt is a pre] rows offer, I rt 
he said sm ly. ‘Tp, the linary 


way, I should not have given the letter 
a second's thought. But now, in view of 
your altered circumstances, it occurred 
to mo you might be inclined to deal 
with thera. iter all"—he went on in 
a kindlier tone—“‘you are very young to 
nage the affairs of a big League 
‘club—although you may rely on my help 
at all times!” 

“And mine!” jerked Philip Brennan 
aturdily. 

“Just so. Yet a large sum of ready 
money might pave the way for your 


Pataiad and 


SS ep Se 
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filers Telund ead Abrod, Zan 
for 


EVERY SATURDAY 


ny, ilo scans, Sood profession that 
prove a jong career 1”: . 
Jimmy, breathed ‘hard through his 
nots, 

‘Mr, Sylvester, I see your Point and 

suppose re giving me ivice, 
be Tay grandfather started the Rovers 
and dad bas practically devoted his life 
fo the club. If I sell the ground, 
where would the club be? I could not 
get ther ground in Railton, and 
GHEE Might’ he al ort of Lecgue 

2 all "sorts of League 
mation © attaohod, ‘The club would 
Break up—vanish = R 
‘He drew a dep breath. 

“Wat ‘T’m broke—until that three 
thousand is found. And it’s a fact that 
I can’t buy a new centre-forward for 
this season now. I'll have to put up 
with the old one. But you ean write 
‘and tell that company of land-sharks to 
stuff their offer up the chimney 

‘He got up quickly and laid a firm 
hand on the lawyer's desk, 

“Believe mo, as long as I’ve got a 
kick in me, Railton Rovers footer club 
is going to last, And my family is 
meng ile ieee Sylvester folded th 

a silence, ‘Henry Sylvester folded tho 
letad and placed if carefully in a little 


ater 
the ule 

Footsteps In the Dark ' 
‘S\ that’s: hak Pill} T'm not only 


i James. Now lot us go to 


broke—which means the Rovers 


are broke, too—but I'm practi- 
call 


‘undse suspicion of having 
tory dad’s cheque for the money 
he loft, and stolen the cash, too. 
Teoitts jus——" Oh, T-dunno—" 

Jimmy Brennan's, voice, 
breaking-point, trailed 
lence, end of the 


at last—the worst and lon 
ever known, 

Huddied deep in an armch 
peace of his father's atudy, ed 
wearily and looked scross to where, in 
another chair, Bill Nyo, the famous old 
trainer of ‘Railton’ Rovérs,  puffod 
thoughtfully at his evening pipe, . The 
visit of the calm, comforting veteran, 
whom he had found waiting for him on 
his arrival home, had como like a bloss- 
ing to the worried youngster, and, with- 
ut hesitation, he had poured out’ a full 
tale of the day's events, 

“Goth, it’s been terrible!” he mused 
a Nyo made no, reply. “The finish of 
tho inquest was bad snough ; but 
vq went to Henry Sylves 

tthe chaqoe eAfog oi T was Iocked 
ofthe choquo camé out, I was knocke: 
clean over. We had ‘to call in the 


‘8 bad business all round, 

canna understand is 
Charles Thurgood and Sylvester both 
pitchin’ into you. They've known you, 
same as me, since-yo was a baby. What 
do they mean by saying "twas you that 
brought in the cheque?” 

"Oh, old ‘Thurgood’s all right!” re- 
plied ‘Jimmy sadly. “Ho's “been as 
decent as anything, and he believes now 
that ‘someone impersonated me—must 
havo done! He told mo afterwards that 
ho was as sick as a hen for having got 
mo into trouble at all. But, of course, 
he had his duty to the bank-to do, and 
he hnd to tell the police the full yarn 

Jimmy paused, and a bard light crept 
into his grey eyes. 

“It's ‘old Sylvester who's got me 


the 
charge against mo there and then, ho 
wasn't going to allow them to question 
te anymore today. And co we came 
away! 

“Ay; that was good! An’ Henry 
Sylvester's « liar, and T'll tell him so! 
seorted the Bp raked n 

lis pipe wed fiercely in the un- 
lighted Toone he rose to his feet. 


IS YOUR NAME HERE? 


‘early correct, containing one error : 


ALFRED HESTER, 69, Dashwood 
Avenue, igo, Wrconibe, Bucks. 
DOUGLAS MAPDMENT, 17, Kings 
ley Street, Battersea, 8.W:11, 
‘The splendid “ HORNEY ” TRAIN 
ETS nave been won by these fourtera 
ads ‘whose ‘solutions ‘tach 


“Howsome, Jimmy, I agroe with your 
mele. Ye've had enough for one day. 
‘Don’t worry; the cheque'll come to light 
all right, and tho Rovers'll struggle 


along somehow. If we can’t afford a 
now" centre-forward this season, as we 
hoped, then I'll put somo ginger into the 


fone we've got, if I have to belt him with 
& comer-post! Get yo to bed, and don't 
miss trainin’ in tho morning, or we'll 
have you laid up. We'd be in a bigger 
mess then !” 


gnailed 
’s shoulder. 


lumped warmly on Jim 
seer mipbe toed ‘Ye can depend 


“Goad-night, laddie 
on me and the Rovers, anyway ! 
‘At tho warm, hearty words 2 little 
low of comfort came back to Jimmy's 
rt. and he shook hands gratefully. 
But soon, left to himself, his thoughts 
went back to the scence in the policc- 
station a brief hour ago. Uneasy 


a 


memories danced before kim—of In- 
spector Blake, keen and alert at his 
ik, Philip, Brennan, furious at what 
called.“ persecution,” and, above 
all, the thinly-veiled suspicion Iurki 
in Henry Sylvester's cold, ght-lippe 
face. 


Again and again he tried to fathom 
what was behind it all—and who; for 
somewhere in the background, he was 
ee someons was working against 

i 
.,Sitting there, in the quiet study where 
his father had died, it seemed to him, 
all’ut once, that tho room was full of 
evil monace, threatening him, weighing 
tim ‘a 

At was an eerie feeling (hat gripped 
him, like an invisible claw reaching o 
of the gloom. So near did its ghastly 


‘vous glanco into ‘the 
shoulder, 


, Jimmy “growled, and shook himsell 
impatiently. ‘Th rot; he'd have 
to pull himnsolf together. ‘The long da 
spent in’ stuffy, confined roonit, ‘hi 
iangled hig nerves, and a dose of fre 
air was indicated right speedily. 

Pulling back the french windows, he 
stepped on to tho tiny veranda outside. 
A cool broeze, rustling through the dark 
garden, fanned his forehead soothingly, 
Yot he’ could not quito shake off the 

hostly feeling that had clutched him 

mack Hn the, study. 

Ho leaned ovor the veranda rail, gla 
to. be in the open onca more. Every 
thing was dark and sull. "The moon had 
not risen yet, and a deep, velvety blick- 
ness hid ‘the back of the garden aud 
the tall trees surrounding hit house, 

He smiled grimly. His house! And 
boyond the hidden trees, with the splea 
did main stand towering abovo tcir 
tops, was his football ground! Ho 
owned it all now, and ho was penniless ! 

Vaguely he foll to wondering what his 
father had thought when he had dis 
covered the true stato of his affairs, 
Poor old dad! Across this very Iwi 
someone had cropt, sileatly—to murder 
him. ‘That was what it amounted to! 

If he could only get hie hands on the 
murderer ! 

His whole body stiffened at tho 
thought. Onco again, ‘like an icy 
douche, the uncanny fecling that soins 

essing danger was near, ran through 
him. He peored ahead, almost expect 
ing ‘to soe an enemy before him, Mo 
smiled again at the foolish thought. 

And it was at that moment that out 
of the darkness camo sounds that 
drained the colour from his healthy 
face, leaving it cold and hard. Fron 
among the trees at the foot of the lawn 
his keen ears had caught the faint click 
of & gate opening and closing hurriedly. 
And afterwards, the rapid thud of soft 
hut frantic fect running across tio 
grass. 

Tio went over the veranda rail on the 
jump, shoulders hunched as ho prowled 
aeross to intercept tho mysterious 

Lis heart beat heavily. No one bit 
himself ‘and Bill Nvo had tho right to 
enter that gate leading from tho back 
of the footer ground to the Firs. Yet 
somicone was crossing the garden at (0 
speed. 


Another murderer, or the same one? 
His doubts gave placo to a ferve, zlecfl 
joy. They'd bave a fight on their hans 
this time! 

‘Thres lithe strides took Jimmy acroes 
the tnrf, And then. from the divertioa 


: 1, cue a sul 


8 ¥ 

tearing explosion that’ stopped him in 

his tracks,” Tho darkness of the night 
‘Tue Maoxer Lisrany No, 1,185. 
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as suddenly torn seunder by a vicious, 


lazaling light. A low, gusbing roar 
fellowes instantly, ayer 
“Fire!” 

Looking up dazedly, Jimmy's blood 


froze as he saw, high above the great. 
anain stand itself, a crimson tongue of 
Teop hungrily into. the 
nother flame joined it; then a third. 
‘The trees and garden ‘of tho Firs be- 
gan to glow, softly and horribly red. 
‘Jimmy saw. something too— 


mandarin know? 


save him—nothi 
one way! 


something, that made him snap into 
nection Wi 


neck thoug! 
under. tho heavy ids 
eyes 


4 sob of utter. 


But in anothor second young Jimmy 
Breanam, ii owner, bed crashed solidly 
inte. tho Hecing” incendiary, "and. was 
fighting liko «redheaded 


Tiaimy could uot seo his untagonta’ 
focos, had mo iden who be wes» Thay 
fell, ‘rolling over om tho grass, 
ing’ ‘at each other with ail 

egain, fel 


Pike 


spring, like a ti 
out ites under 


of a monstrous oud hid be toy 


Cowl, through which two eyes burned. 

Frantically the firebrand fought free, 
and slung tho lad. sideways with = 
swing of his muscular arms. Before 
Jimmy could recover, the rogue's hand 
Bashed inside his coat, and camo out 
again, holding a long, keon knife that 
famed orango in the firelight as he 

menacingly above his head. 


the lips of Tany 


comma 


lye was in tho sada) 


THE CITY OF DEATH! 


(Continued Jrom page 24.) 20 


Panshan—from Kwang-si—before the 
‘That was futile—no 

far corner of China would save bim so 
it. long as Tang Wang was chicf of the 
Red Dragon Tong. Nothing could 
‘And tho man who already 
felt tho sword of the executioner on his 
ht of that one wa 


Was a desperate glitter. 


Gai “ain, vere, as face 

ts he passed into the presence 

ume’ couse cad Seiad re 
confident 


dtcendgnt of fe ings, the aman who 
‘doomed deaih—unless the passed. 

Tapsartn Goodale @ medion 

nd blade oshed 

is robe and was buried 

fe the hile ta the heart of tho Mandarsa 


ry. escaped 
had plotted to All the vacant throne of 
Tt was the last sound that ever left 


Wang. 

‘© No looked ot bm ‘auictly, call 
wiped tho knifo and concealed it, 
left tho cabinet. ‘To the officer outside 
‘the door he said that 

“d that he was not to bo dis Kon 
turbed till the hour’ of 
quietly he went his way; quietly till 
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gpd safely, Tb wes not il] later thot 
they had learned’ why there had bren 


jere Was high feasting in tho houso 
of Mr. Wun. Grandfather Ko rejoiced, 
little “Wun ‘San rejoiced, Mr. Wun 
was rejoicing all 

Greatest of all was. tho 
iokcig of Bly Boni freo at last 
to devote his whole attention to tho 
ample foodstufs in tho house of Mr. 

‘uD. 

Safe again within Mr. Wun's hos- 
pitablo walls, Harry Wharton & Co. 
Soon forgot their perilous adventares in 
the interior, 

‘And then the news trickled through 
gf the death of the tyrant of Pancha, 
The Mandarin Tang Wang was dead 
the Red Dragon ‘Tong had lost i 
‘where chief, And if the tong  continuéd 

‘ef to exist it was under sqmo other leader 
fo whom tho mandarin’s feuds wero 
nothing. 

Tho danger of Wun Lung had 

‘To save him from ‘Tang Wang 
© had been brought home ‘to his 
father's. houso in China; but the 
mandarin was dead, and ho was safo 


there was 


of his slanting 


une 


from that long and bitter em Ana 
go, it came about that when the juniors 
the man who eft Canton to return to Win 
Lung was still « member o ie panty 


~ back t6 Groyfriats. 
nen tho river to Hong. Kong she 

wort in Mr. Won's: magnticent house. 
boat, With magnificent coreraony, Mr. 
‘Wan caw them on board the Gilver Star 
And aftcr long, farewells the, yacht 
in glided out of the roadstead of Hong 

eward bow 

Billy Bunter stood staring back at 
the Peak trough his big spectacles os 
the Silver Star glided away from 


the 


mand 


ioe. And 


swiftest 


From @ pee § shad turned horse in the mandarin’s stable and Hong Kong. Therc was a thoughtful 
to a “killing,” and sa Jimmy's cool riding out of the eastern gato of the expression on wig fat face. 
recklessness saved his life. Ho Jumped city. then O No like tho rou fellows !’ ‘id Buntor. 
in-agein, then, asthe knife hissed wind. “Welly fatty?” 
siownwards towards vi ee be a iBeastly euntry | and , beastly 
swayed neutly and dodged; ‘and. dodg: athens!” said. Banter. “Bul— 
‘gripped tho masked man’s arm ‘THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. grab was good !”” 


eitsu Took 
long 23 

Fang otf, nd, the 
knife went spinning against a tree- 
trunk. | Fhished with success, Jiminy 
Jet go. his hold. and swarmed ‘over his 
maw liko a landslide. 

“Gi Phe gasped. 

(Now look out for next reek's grip. 
ring instalment, featuring our hundred 
ger cent Britisher, Jimmy Brennan. 
He's full of thrills, tas) 


it 
" 


sampan 
his 


son and his son's 


Homeward Round ! 


M” WON opened his almond 
‘eyes very, wide when a dingy 

floated into the canal 
garden at Canton. 
‘And he gaye praises to innumerablo 
Chinese gods and goddesses when he 
found that tho dingy exew wero his 


jonds. 
heen, 50 far as the Greyfri 
been able, to seo, no purst J 
made their way back to Canton swiftly 


‘He gavo one moro blink at the 
Flowery Land. 

“Tho grub was 

That was Billy 
China. 


" he repeated. 
farowoll to 


oH END. 


(There silt be another corking yarn of 
Harry Wharton & Co, in next woek's 


‘There had 
party had 
‘they had 
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WEATHER se wns eeery 
light motor-eysling |Our Prophet is Never jee of ths beak Bee eae 
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Christmas Is Coming! 
Why not plan your holide 
tow? Grand tour f tho United 


STOP PRESS 
BIG RACE RESULT 
' 


sturday, and this has put bis 
[nose out of joint ! 


MASTER DICKY NUGENT, i 

who, stumbled over a treo ‘There will be a pittor-patter|'with the cash ond sit ight Whe! 
Jp Briere Wood yenterday, and | up. the, Ramovo starcao and re you leave to 

badly ‘crippled himself in conso- | although the fog will have cleared, fence’ before, the 

quotce, i re regret to sanounce, | “heavy blankets” can 

Bot yot out of the wood! onivelop everybody ! eody No, 1 


iy 
Ni 
3 


wobbly=—one 
én neat colin) 


